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Paflion Week. 




EHOLD we go up to Jerufalem ; 

And the Son of man (hall be betrayed 
unto the chief priefts and unto the fcribes, 
And they fliall condemn him to death. 
And fliall deliver him to the Gentiles, 
to mock and to fcourge and to crucify him : 



And the third day he fliall rife again. 

St. Matth. ch. XX. i8, 19. 
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The Titles included in inverted Commas are believed to be 
thofe appointed by the Poets, for their feveral pieces. 

A few Titles have been added for extra6^s from long poems, 
that are not fo included. 

The original fpelling and punctuation are retained, fo far as 
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General Introdudlion. 



I. 

" The Paffion. 
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|RE-WHILE of Mufic, and Etherial Mirth, 
Wherewith the ftage of Ayr and Earth did 

And joyous news of heav'nly Infants birth, 

My mufe with Angels did divide to fing ; 

But headlong joy is ever on the wing. 

In wintry folftice like the fhortn'd light 

Soon fwallow'd up in dark and long out-living night. 

For now to forrow muft I tune my fong. 

And fet my Harp to notes of faddeft wo. 

Which on our deareft Lord did feafe er'e long. 

Dangers, and ihares, and wrongs, and worfe then fo, 

Which He for us did freely undergo. 

Moft perfeft Heroe, try'd in heavieft plight 

Of labours huge and hard, too hard for human wight. 
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He fovVan Prieft ftooping His regal head, 

That dropt with odorous oil down His fair eyes, 

Poor flefhly Tabernacle entered, 

His ftarry front low-rooft beneath the (kies j 

O what a mafk was there, what a diiguife ! 

Yet more 5 the ftroke of death He muft abide, 

Then lies Him meekly down faft by His Brethrens fide. 

Thefe lateft fcenes confine my roving vers. 
To this Horizon is my Phoebus bound, 
His Godlike ads ; and His temptations fierce. 
And former fufferings other where are found j 
Loud o're the reft Cremona's Trump doth found j 
Me fofter airs befit, and fofter ftrings 

Of Lute or Viol ftill, more apt for mournful thmgs. 

* * * m 

See, fee the Chariot, and thofe rufhing wheels, 

That whirl'd the Prophet up at Chebar flood. 

My fpirit fome traniporting Cherub feels. 

To bear me where the Tow'rs of Salem ftood. 

Once glorious Tow'rs, now funk in guiltlefs blood ; 

There doth my foul in holy vifion fit 

In penfive trance, and angui(h, and ecftatick fit. 

Mine eye hath found that fad Sepulchral rock 
That was the Cafket of Heav'ns richeft ftore. 
And here though grief my feeble hands up lock. 
Yet on the fofcned Quarry would I fcore 
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My plaining verfe as lively as before ; 
For fure fo well inftrufted are my tears, 
That they would fitly fall in ordered Charafters. 

John Milton. 



II. 

•* Chrifts Viaorie. 
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|HEN I remember Chrift our burden beares, 
I looke for glorie, but find miferie ; 
I looke for joy, but find a fea of teares ; 
I looke that we (hould live, and finde Him die ; 
I looke for Angels fongs, and heare Him crie : 
Thus what I looke, I cannot finde fb well, 
Or rather, what I finde, I cannot tell, 
Thefe bankes fo narrow are, thofe ftreames fo highly 

fwell. 
Chrift fuiFers, and in this. His teares begin. 
Suffers for us, and our joy fprings in this. 
Suffers to death, here is His Manhood feen. 
Suffers to rife, and here His Godhead is. 
For Man that could not by Himfelf have ris. 
Out of the grave doth by the Godhead rife. 
And God, that could not die, in Manhood dies. 
That we in both might live, by that fweete facrifice. 

Giles Fletcher. 



III. 



" Rev. ii. 10." 




|E faithful 5 Lord, what's that ? 

Believe : *Tis eafy to believe j but what ? 

That He whom thy hard heart hath 
wounded, 
And whom thy fcorn hath fpit upon, 
Hath paid thy fine, and hath compounded 
For thefe foul deeds thy hands have done : 
Believe that He whofe gentle palms 
Thy needle-pointed fins have nail'd. 
Hath borne thy flavifh load of alms 
And made fupply where thou hafl feil'd : 
Did ever miPry find fo flrange relief? 
It is a love too flrange, for Man's belief. 
Believe that He, whofe fide 

Thy crimes have pierc'd with their rebellions, died 
To fave thy guilty foul from dying 
Ten thoufand horrid deaths, from whence 
There was no 'fcape, there was no flying, 
But through His dearefl blood's expenfe 5 
Believe, this dying friend requires 
No other thanks for all His pain 
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But e'en the truth of weak defires, 
And, for His love but love again : 
Did ever mifry find fo true a friend ? 
It is a love too vaft to comprehend. 

Francis paries. 




IV. 



JEADER, behold and wonder. There was 
one 
Obliged to his Prince, and him alone 
In all the Bonds, which Duty, Gratitude, 
Or Love could faften ; fuch as might exclude 
All thoughts of a Defection ; yet this man 
Breaks all ; Rebels againft his Soveraign ; 
He flies, is apprehended ; Sentenc'd ; Caft ; 
And die he muft ; the final Sentence paft 
Knows no reverfal. Lo ! in that very Now, 
Wherein th* OflFender waits his fatal blow ; 
The injur'd Lord doth fubftitute his own 
His only Son, into the PriPners room. 
Who takes the blow, due to the Traitor, dies. 
The Traitor's punifhment to fatisfie. 
The Cafe is Mine and Thine. By all the Bands 
Of Nature, Love and Covenant, we ftand 
Ingag'd to Almighty God ; we fell 
From that Allegiance, when we did rebel 
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Againft His law in Adam : By that Law 

We were condemn'd to die ; no help we faw, 

Or hope of refcue : Then did His Majefty 

Unvail that admirable Myftery 

Of our Redemption : The Eternal Son 

Of the Eternal God defcends ; becomes 

Man for our fake, and in our ftead doth ftand, 

And intercepteth from His Father's hand, 

That ftroke that was our due ; becomes the Price 

Of our Redemption, and our Sacrifice. 

Matthew Hale. 
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Part I. 

Our Bleffed Lord's Entry into 

Jerufalem. 

[Palm Sunday,) 

|E JOICE greatly, O daughter of Sion : 
Shout, O daughter of Jerufalem ; 
Behold, thy King cometh unto thee : 
He is juft, and having falvadon ; 
Lowly, and riding upon an afs. 
And upon a colt the foal of an afs. 

Zech. ix. 9. 

And when He was come nigh. 

Even now, at the defcent of the mount of Olives, 

The whole multitude of the difciples 

Began to rejoice and praife God 

With a loud voice 

For all the mighty works that they had feen ; 

Saying, BlefTed be the King 

That cometh in the name of the Lord : 

Peace in heaven and glory in the higheft. 

St. Luke xix. 37, 38. 




Introdudion. 

** The Salutation of Saints/* 

|ESUS, who man's Redeemer art, 
The folace of each godly heart ; 
The ranfom'd World's great Architeft, 
Chaft light of Souls which Thee affeft. 
What mercy conquer'd Thee, my God, 
That Thou would' ft bear our finful load ? 
And innocent wouldft death endure. 
That us from death Thou mightft fecure. 
Still let commiferation prefs 
To give our damages redrefs ; 
And by fruition of Thy fight, 
Inrich us with a bleflTed light. 
Thou guide to Heav'n, and path to Reft, 
Be Thou the fcope of ev'ry brcft ; 
Be Thou the comfort of our tears, 
Our fweet reward above the Spheres. 

From Samuel Speed's 
" Prifon Pietie j" 

a compilation. 
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PASSION WEEK. 

Part I. 

Our Bleffed Lord's Entry into 

Jenifalem. 

I. 

" Feftival Hymns." 
" Chrift's coming to Jerufalem in triumph." 

jORD come away, 
Why doft Thou ftay ? 
Thy rode is ready ; and Thy paths made 
ftrait 
With longing expectation wait 
The Confecration of Thy beauteous feet. 
Ride on triumphantly, behold we lay 
Our lufts and proud wills in Thy way. 
Holanna ! welcome to our hearts. Lord here 
Thou haft a Temple too, and full as dear 
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As that of Sion ; and as full of fin, 

Nothing but Thieves and Robbers dwel therein, 

Enter, and chafe them forth, and cleanfe the floore ; 

Crucifie them, that they may never more 

Profane that holy place 

Where thou haft chofe to fet Thy face. 

And then if our ftifF tongues ihall be 

Mute in the praifes of Thy Deity, 

The ftones out of the Temple wall 

Shall cry aloud and call 

Ho(anna ! and Thy glorious footfteps greet. 

yeremy Taylor, 



II. 



(( 



Palm Sunday." 



|OME, drop your branches, ftrow the way. 
Plants of the day ! 
Whom fufFeringsmake moft green iuid gay. 
The King of grief, the man of forrow. 
Weeping ftill like the wet morrow. 
Your ihades and freftinefs comes to borrow. 




Put on, put on your beft array ; 
Let the joy'd road make holy-day. 
And flowers, that into fields do ftray 
Or fecret groves, keep the high way. 
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Trees, flowers and herbs ; birds, beads, and ftones, 
That (ince man fell expe£t with groans 
To fee the Lamb, come all at once. 
Lift up your heads and leave your moans ! 

For here comes He 

Whofe death will be 
Man's life, and your full liberty. 

Hark ! how the children ihrill and high 

Hofanna cry ; 
Their joys provoke the diflant Ikie, 
Where thrones and Seraphins reply ; 
And their own Angels (hine and fing 

In a bright ring : 

Such yong, fweet mirth 

Makes heaven and earth 
Joyn in a joyful Symphony. 



Henry Vaughan. 



III. 



'' Chrifts Viftorie. 



»> 



(RAIL multitude ! whofe giddy lawe is lift. 
And beft applaufe is windy flattering, 
Moft like the breath of which itdothconfift. 
No (boner blowne, but as loon vaniihing. 




14 PASSION WEEK. 



As much defir'd as little profiting. 
That makes the men that have it oft as light, 
As thofe that give it ; which the proud invite. 
And fear ; the bad mans friend, the good mans hy- 
pocrite. 

It was but now their founding clamours fung, 
*' Blejfed is He that comes from the mojl High^* 
And all the mountaines with ** Hofanna*^ rung. 
And no we, *' Away with Him — away /" they crie. 
And nothing can be heard, but " Crucifie : " 
It was but now, the Crowne itfelfe they fave. 
And golden name of King unto Him gave. 
And nowe, no King, but onely Caefar, they will have. 



It was but now they gathered blooming May, 
And of his armes difrob'd the branching tree. 
To ftrewe with boughs, and bloflbmes all Thy way. 
And now, the branchlefle trunke a croffe for Thee, 
And May, difmai'd. Thy coronet muft be j 
It was but now they wear fo kind, to throwe 
Their owne beft garments whear Thy feet fliould goe. 
And now, Thyfelfe they ftrip, and bleeding wounds 
they fbow. Giles Fletcher. 



IV. 



•* Jefus weeping." 
" S. Luke xix. ver. 41. 
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[LESSED, unhappy City ! dearly lov'd. 
But ftill unkinde ! Art this day nothing 
mov'd ? 

Art fenfdefs ftill ? Oh can'ft thou fleep 
When God Himfelf for thee doth weep ? 
StifF-necked Jews ! your father's breed, 
That ferved the calf, not Abr'am's feed. 
Had not the Babes Hofanna cryed. 
The ftones had fpoke what you denyed. 

Dear Jefus, weep on ! pour this latter 
Soul quickning rain, this living water 
On their dead hearts ; but (O my fears !) 
They will drink blood that defpife tears. 
My dear, bright Lord ! my Morning-ftar ! 
Shed this live-dew on fields which far 
From hence long for it ! ihed it there. 
Where the flarv'd earth groans for one tear ! 

This land, though with Thy heart's blefl extra£t fed, 
Will nothing yield but thorns to wound ^Thy head. 

Henry Vaughan. 
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" Chrift Weeping over Jerufalem. 

St. Luke xix. 41. 



JHY doth my Saviour weep 
At fight of Sion's bowers ? 
Shows it not fair from yonder fteep, 
Her gorgeous crown of towers ? 
Mark well His holy pains : 

'Tis not in pride or fcorn, 
That Ifrael's King with forrow ftains 
His own triumphal morn. 

It is not that His foul 

Is wandering fadly on, 
In thought how foon at death's dark goal 

Their courfe will all be run, 
Who now are ihouting round 

Hofanna to their chief; 
No thought like this in Him is found. 

This were a Conqueror's grief. 

Or doth He feel the Crofs 

Already in His heart. 
The pain, the fhame, the fcorn, the lofs ? 

Feel even His God depart ? 
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No : though He knew full well 
The grief that then fhall be — 

The grief that angels cannot tell — 
Our God in agony. 

It is not thus He mourns ; 

Such might be Martyr's tears, 
When his laft lingering look he turns 

On human hopes and fears ; 
But hero ne'er or faint 

The fecret load might know, 
With which His fpirit waxeth faint ; 

His is a Saviour's woe. 



'' If thou hadft known, even thou, 

*' At leaft in this thy day, 
'' The meflage of thy peace ! but now 

'' 'Tis pafPd for aye away : 
'* Now foes {hall trench thee round, 

*' And lay thee even with earth, 
'' And da£h thy children to the ground. 
Thy glory and thy mirth." 



(C 



And doth the Saviour weep 

Over His people's fm, 
Becaufe we will not let Him keep 

The fouls He died to win ? 
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Ye hearts, that love the Lord, 

If at this fight ye burn, 
See that in thought, in deed, in word. 

Ye hate what made Him mourn. 

yohn Keble, 




VI. 

" The Hofanna of the Children : or. 
Infants praifing God." 

ILMIGHTY Ruler of the (kies. 
Through the wide earth Thy name is 
fpread ; 
And Thine eternal glories rife. 

O'er all the heav'ns Thy hands have made. 

To Thee the voices of the young, 

A monument of honour raife j 
And babes with uninftru&ed tongue. 

Declare the wonders of Thy praife. 

Thy pow'r aflifts their tender age 

To bringproud rebels to the ground. 

To ftill the bold blafphemer's rage. 
And all their policies confound. 
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Children amidft Thy temple throng 
To fee their great Redeemer's face ; 

The Son of David is their fong, 
And young Hofannas fill the place. 




The frowning fcribes and angry pricfts, 
In vain their impious cavils bring : 

Revenge fits filent in their breads, 

While Jewifh babes proclaim their King. 

Ifaac Watts. 




VII. 




" Sixth Sunday in Lent." 




gSS^IDE on ! ride on in majefty ! 
Il*jK^ Hark ! all the tribes Hofanna cry ! 
W>iB3^ Thine humble beaft purfues his road, 
With palms and fcatter'd garments ftrow'd ! 




Ride on ! ride on in majefty ! 

In lowly pomp ride on to die ! 

O Chrift ! Thy triumphs now begin 

O'er captive Death and conquered Sin ! 




Ride on ! ride on in majefty ! 
The winged fquadrons of the fky 





Look down with fad and wondering eyes 
To fee the approaching iacrifice ! 

Ride on ! ride on in majefty ! 
Thy laft and fierceft ftrife is nigh ; 
The Father on His fapphire throne 
Experts His own anointed Son ! 

Ride on ! ride on in majefty ! 
In lowly pomp ride on to die ! 
Bow Thy meek head to mortal pain ! 
Then take, O God ! Thy power and reign ! 

Henry H. Milman. 





Jttas let atoa; n tie €mMtt. 




Part II. 
The Paflion of our Blefled Lord. 

{Thurjday before Eafter. Good Friday.) 

ACRIFICE and Offering thou didft not defire ; 
Mine ears haft thou opened : 
Burnt-ofFering and Sin-ofFering haft thou not required. 

Then faid I, Lo, I come : 

In the volume of the book it is written of me, 

I delight to do thy will, O my God : 
Yea, thy law is within my heart. 

Ps. xl. 6—8. 



Introdudion. 



I. 




lOON as th' unwelcome news 
From earth arriv'd at Heaven Gate, di(^ 
pleafd 

All were who heard, dim (adnefs did not (pare 
That time Celeftial vifages, yet mixt 
With pitie violated not their blifs. 
About the new arriv'd, in multitudes 
Th' ethereal People ran, to hear and know 
How all befell : they towards the Throne Supream 
Accountable made hafte to make appear 
With righteous plea, their utmoft vigilance. 
And eafily approv'd ; when the moft High 
Eternal Father from His fecret Cloud, 
Amidft in thunder utter'd thus His voice. 
AfTembled Angels, and ye Powers returned 
From unfuccefsful charge, be not difmaid, 
Nor troubled at thefe tidings from the Earth, 
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Which your fincereft care could not prevent, 

Foretold fo lately what would come to pafs, 

When firft this Tempter croffM the Gulf from Hell. 

I told ye then he {hould prevail and fpeed 

On his bad Errand, man {hould be feduc't 

And flatter'd out of all, believing lies 

Againft his Maker ; no Decree of Mine 

Concurring to necefEtate his Fall, 

Or touch with lighteft moment of impulfe 

His free Will, to her own inclining left 

In even fcale. But fall'n he is and now 

What refts, but that the mortal Sentence pafe 

On his tranfgreffion, Death denounc't that day. 

Which he prefumes already vain and void, 

Becaufe not yet inili£led, as he fear'd. 

By fome immediate ftroak ; but foon ihall find 

Forbearance no acquittance ere day end. 

Juftice ihall not return as bountie fcorn'd. 

But whom fend I to judge them ? whom but Thee 

Vicegerent Son, to Thee I have transferred 

All Judgment, whether in Heav'n, or Earth, or Hell. 

Eafy it may be feen that I intend 

Mercie colleague with Juftice, fending Thee 

Man's friend, his Mediator, his defign'd 

Both Ranfom and Redeemer voluntarie. 

And deftin'd Man Himfelf to judge Man faU'n. 

So fpake the Father, and, unfolding bright 

Toward the right hand His Glorie, on the Son 
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Blaz'd forth unclouded Deitie ; He full 

Reiplendent all His Father manifeft 

Expreff'd and thus divinely anfwer'd milde. 

Father Eternal, Thine is to decree, 

Mine both in Heav'n and Earth to do Thy will 

Supream, that Thou in Mee Thy Son belov'd 

Mayft ever reft well pleaPd. I go to judge 

On Earth thefe Thy tranigreffors, but Thou knowft. 

Whoever judg'd, the worft on Mee muft light. 

When time fliall be, for fo I undertook 

Before Thee ; and not repenting, this obtaine 

Of right, that I may mitigate their doom 

On Me derived ; yet I fliall temper fo 

Juftice with Mercie as may illuftrate moft 

Them fully fatisfied and Thee appeafe. 

yohn Milton, 



II. 



" Chrift our Sacrifice. 



99 



Pfalm xl. 5 — lo. 




HE wonders. Lord, Thy love has wrought. 
Exceed our praife, furmount our thought; 
Should I attempt the long detail. 
My fpeech would feint, my numbers fail. 
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No blood of beafts, on altars fpilt, 
Can cleanfe the fouls of men from guilt ; 
But .Thou haft fet before our eyes, 
An all-fufficient facrifice. 

Lo ! Thine eternal Son appears, 
To Thy defires He bows His ears ; 
AfTumes a body well prepared. 
And well performs a work fo hard. 

" Behold I come !" (the Saviour cries. 
With love and duty in His eyes) 
'* I come to bear the heavy load 
" Of fms, and do Thy will. My God. 

" 'Tis written in Thy great decree, 
'' 'Tis in Thy book foretold of Me, 
*' I muft fulfil the Saviour's part ; 
" And, lo ! Thy law is in My heart. 

*' I'll magnify Thy holy law, 
'' And rebels to obedience draw. 
When on My crofs I'm lifted high. 
Or to My crown above the (ky. 



cc 



" The Spirit fliall defcend and fliow, 
" What Thou haft done, and what I do ; 
" The wond'ring world fliall learn Thy grace, 
*' Thy wifdom and Thy righteoufnefs." 

Ifaac Watts. 



INTR D UCTIO N. a; 



III. 
" The Chriftiad. 



)) 




SING the Crofs ! yc white-robed angel 
choirs, 

Who know the chords of harmony to fweep, 
Ye who o'er holy David's varying wires 
Were wont, of old, your hovering watch to keep. 
Oh, now defcend ! and with your harpings deep, 
Ppuring fublime the full fymphonious ftream 
Of mufic, fuch as foothes the faint's laft fleep. 
Awake my flumbering fpirit from its dream. 
And teach me how to exalt the high myfterious theme. 

Mourn ! Salem, mourn ! low lies thine humbled ftate ! 
Thy glittering fanes are levelled with the ground ! 
Fallen is thy pride ! Thine* halls are defolate ! 
Where erft was heard the timbrel's fprightly found, 
And frolic pleafures tripp'd the nightly round. 
There breeds the wild fox lonely, and aghaft 
Stands the mute pilgrim at the void profound, 
Unbroke by noife, favc when the hurrying blaft 
Sighs, like a fpirit, deep along the cheerlefs wafte. 

It is for this, proud Solyma ! thy towers 
Lie crumbling in the duft ; for this forlorn 
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Thy genius wails along thy defert bowers, 
While ftern Deftruftion laughs, as if in fcorn. 
That thou didft dare infuJt God's eldeft born ; 
And, with moft bitter perfecuting ire, 
Purfued His footfteps till the laft day-dawn 
Rofe on His fortunes and thou faw'ft the fire 
That came to light the world, in one great flafli expire. 

Oh ! for a pencil dipp'd in living light. 
To paint the agonies that Jefus bore ! 
Oh ! for the long-loft harp of Jeffe's might. 
To hymn the Saviour's praife from fliore to ihore ; 
While feraph hofts the lofty paean pour. 
And Heaven enraptured lifts the loud acclaim ! 
May a frail mortal dare the theme explore ? 
May he to human ears his weak fong frame ? 
Oh ! may he dare to fing MefEah's glorious name. 

Henry Kirke White* 





Has &upper. 




Part II. 



I. 



€€ 



The Laft Supper. 



» 




|IS£, Royall Sion ! Rife and flng 
Thy foules kind fhepheard, thy Hearts King. 
Stretch all thy powers, call if thou can 

Harps of Heav'n, and Hands of Man. 

This Soveraign Subjeft fitts above 

The beft Ambitions of thy love. 

Lo the Bread of Life, this Dayes 
Triumphant Text, provokes thy prayfe ; 
The living and life-giving Bread, 
To the great Twelve diftributed, 
When Life Himfelf at point to dye. 
Of Love was His own Legacye. 

Come, Love ! and let us work a fong 
Lowd and Plealant, Sweet and Long ; 
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a 



Chrift wafhing the feet of His Difciples. 



» 




ORD, why in this myfterious fcene 
Art Thou thus kneeling low ? 
Teach us what Thou by this doft mean 
That we fhould do or know. 



Seven Leflbns. 



Baptifm. 

Is it unleis we cleanfed be 

By Thy Baptifmal Grace, 

We cannot Thy new kingdom fee. 

And have in Thee, a place ? 

Repentance. 

Or is it that we wafh our feet 
With penitential tears, 
Soird with the duft we daily meet 
'Mid worldly hopes and fears ? 

Self Abafement. 

Or is it that we onward prefs. 
The humbleft to be found. 
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And in all deeds of lowlinefs 
Be bow*d unto the ground. 

Brotherly Kindnefe. 

Or that with kindly offices 
Our brother we befriend, 
Laying aflde our pride and eafe, 
Down to His feet to bend ? 

Charity. 

Or that by gentle charities 
His name we render clean. 
Look on him with a brother's eyes, 
And hide his faults when feen ? 

SufFering. 

Or that if, tried, with pain below, 
We are baptifd in blood, 
Thofe healing waters, we (hall know. 
Are fweeten'd by the wood ? 

The Lord's Supper. 

Or that we firft muft cleanfe our feet. 
According to Thy word, 
Before we fhall be guefts found meet 
For Supper of the Lord ? 

Ifaac fVtUiams. 
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V. 

** Gcthfemane." 




RS^SESUS, while He dwelt below. 




Bfia^ral ^^ divine hiftorians fay. 




Q^SlflBB '^0 a place would often go, 




Near to Kedron's brook it lay, 




In this place He loved to be. 




And 'twas named Gethfemane. 




*Twas a garden as we read. 




At the foot of Olivet, 




Low and proper to be made 




The Redeemer's lone retreat : 




When from noife He would be free. 


• 


Then He fought Gethfemane. 




Thither, by their Matter brought 




His difciples likewife came ; 




There the heavenly truths He taught 




Often fet their hearts on flame ; 




Therefore they as well as He, 




Vifited Gethfemane, 




]^ra;fns on tit amount sf a>Utie9. 



PASSION WEEK. 


35 


Oft converfing here they fat ; 




Or might join with Chrift in prayer ; 




Oh ! what bleft devotion that, 




When the Lord himfelf is there ! 




All things thus did there agree 




To endear Gethfemane. 




Full of love to man's loft race, 




On the conflia much He thought j 




This He knew the deftined ylace 




And He loved the facred fpot \ 




Therefore Jefus chofe to be 




Often in Gethfemane. 




Came at length the dreadful night ; 




Vengeance with its iron rod. 




Stood, and with collected might. 




Bruifed the harmlefs Lamb of God ; 




See, my foul, thy Saviour fee. 




Proftrate in Gethfemane. 




View Him in that Olive prefs. 




Wrung with anguifh, whelm'd with blood ; 




Hear Him pray in His diftrefs. 




With ftrong cries and tears, to God : 




Then refledl ^rhat fin muft be, 




Gazing on Gethfemane. 
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Gloomy garden, on thy beds, 
Wafh*d by Kedron*s water-pool. 

Grow moft rank and bitter weeds ; 
Think on thefe, my foul, my foul ! 

Wouldft thou fin*s dominion fee, 
Call to mind Gethfemane. 

Eden from each flowery bed. 

Did for man fbort fweetnefs breathe ; 

Soon by Sataifs counfel led, 

Man wrought fin, and fin wrought death ; 

But of life, the healing tree 
Grows in rich Gethfemane. 

Hither, Lord, Thou didft refort. 
Oft-times with Thy little train ; 

Here wouldft keep Thy private court : 
Oh ! confer that grace again : 

Lord, refort with worthlefs me. 
Oft-times to Gethfemane. 



True, I can't deferve to fliare 

In a favour fo divine ; 
But fince fin firft fixed Thee there. 

None have greater fins than mine ; 
And to this my woeful plea, 

Witnefs thou, Gethfemane ! 
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Sins againft a holy God, 

Sins againft His righteous laws. 

Sins againft His love, His blood, 
Sins againft His name and caufe. 

Sins immenfe as is the fea : 
Hide me, O Gethfemane ! 

Saviour, all the ftone remove 

From my flinty, frozen heart ; 
Thaw it with the beams of love. 

Pierce it with Thy mercy's dart : 
Wound the heart that wounded Thee ; 

Break it in Gethfemane, 

Jofeph Hart. 



VI. 



** His Paffion in the Garden. 



9» 




|WEETE Eden was the arbour of delight. 
Yet in his hony flowr's our poyfon blew; 
Sad Gethfeman the bowre of baleful! night, 
Whear Chrift a health of poifon for us drewe. 
Yet all our hony in that poyfon grewe : 
So WQ from fweeteft flow*rs could fucke our bane. 
And Chrift from bitter venome, could againe 
Extradt life out of death, and pleafure out of paine. 
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A Man was firft the author of our fall, 
A Man is now the author of our rife, 

A Garden was the place we periflit all, 
A Garden is the place he payes our price, 
And the old Serpent with a newe devife. 

Hath found a way himfelfe for to beguile. 

So he, that all men tangled in his wile. 

Is now by one man caught, beguiPd with his owne 
guile. 

The dewie night had with her froftie fhade 

Immant'led all the world, and the ftifFe ground 
Sparkled in ice, onely the Lord, that made 
All for Himfelfe, Himfelfe diflblved found. 
Sweat without heat, and blood without a wound : 
Of heav'n, and earth, and God, and Man forlore. 
Thrice begging helpe of thofe, whofe finnes He bore. 
And thrice denied of thofe, not to denie had fwore. 

Yet had He beene alone of God forfaken. 
Or had His bodie beene imbroylM alone 
In fierce afTault, He might, perhaps, have taken 
Some joy in foul, when all joy els was gone. 
But that with God, and God to heav*n is flow*n ; 
And Hell it felfe out from her grave doth rife. 
Black as the flarles night, and with them flies, 
Yet blacker then they both, the Sonne of blafphemies. 

Giles Fletcher. 
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** Chrift waiting for the Crofs. 



%i 




|E vaulted cells where martyred feers of old 
Far in the rocky walls of Sion fleep, 
Green terraces and arched fountains cold. 
Where lies the cyprefs fhade fo ftill and deep, 
Dear iacred haunts of glory and of woe. 
Help us, one hour, to trace His muflngs high and low : 

One heart-ennobling hour ! It may not be : 
Th' unearthly thoughts have paffM from earth 
away. 

And faft as evening funbeams from the iea 
Thy footfteps all in Sion's deep decay 

Were blotted from the holy ground : yet dear 

Is every ftone of hers ; for Thou waft furely here. 

There is a fpot within this facred dale 

That felt Thee kneeling — touch'd Thy proftrate 
brow: 
One angel knows it. O might prayer avail 

To win that knowledge ! fure each holy vow 
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Lefs quickly from th' unftable foul would fade, 
OfFer'd where Chrift in agony was laid. 

Might tear of ours once mingle with the blood 
That from His aching brow by moonlight fell, 

Over the mournful joy our thoughts would brood, 
Till they had fram'd within a guardian fpell 

To chafe repining fancies, as they rife. 

Like birds of evil wing, to mar our facrifice. 

So dreams the heart felf-flattering, fondly dreams ; — 
Elfe wherefore, when the bitter waves overflow, 

Mifs we the light, Gethfemane, that ftreams 
From thy dear name, when in His page of woe 

It (hines, a pale kind ftar in winter's fky ? 

Who vainly reads it there, in vain had feen Him die. 

John Keble. 

VIII. 

" The Agonie." 

HILOSOPHERS have meafur'd moun- 
tains, 
Fathom'd the depths of feas, of ftates, and 
kings, 
WalkM with a ftafFe to heav'n, and traced fountains : 
But there are two vaft, fpacious things. 
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The which to meafure it doth more behove : 

Yet few there are that (bund them ; Sinne and Love. 

Who would know Sinne, let him repair 

Unto mount Olivet ; there fhall he fee 

A man fo wrung with pains, that all his hair. 

His fkinne, his garments bloudie be. 

Sinne is that prefTe and vice, which forceth pain 

To hunt his cruele food through ev*ry vein. 

Who knows not Love, let him affay 

And tafte that juice, which on the crofTe a pike 

Did fet abroach ; then let him fay 

If ever he did tafte the like. 

Love is that liquour fweet and moft divine. 

Which my God feels as bloud ; but I as wine. 

George Herbert, 



IX. 



" Chrift in the Garden.'* 




|OOKE how Hee glowes for heate ! 
What flames come from His eyes ! 
*Tis blood that Hee does fweate. 
Blood His bright forehead dyes. 
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Without Me each one, who doth now Me brave, 
Had to this day been an Egyptian flave. 
They ufe that power againft Me, which I gave : 

Was ever grief like Mine ? 

Mine own Apoftle, who the bag did beare. 
Though he had all I had, did not forbeare. 
To fell Me alfo, and to put Me there ; 

Was ever grief like Mine ? 

For thirtie pence he did My death devife. 
Who at three hundred did the ointment prize. 
Not half fo fweet as My fweet facrifice : 

Was ever grief like Mine? 

Therefore My foul melts, and My heartes deare 

treafure 
Drops bloud (the onely beads) My words to meafure: 
Oh, let this cup pafTe, if it be Thy pleafure : 

Was ever grief like Mine ? 

Thefe drops being temper'd with a finners tears, 
A Balfome are for both the Hemifpheres : 
Curing all wounds, but Mine ; all, but My fears : 

Was ever grief like Mine ? 

Yet My difciples fleep : I cannot gain 

One houre of watching; but their drowfie brain 
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Comforts not Me, and doth My dodtrine (lain : 

Was ever grief like Mine ? 

Arife, arife, they come. Look how they runne. 
Alas ! what hafte they make to be undone ! 
How with their lanterns do they feek the funne ! 

Was ever grief like Mine ? 

With clubs and ftaves they feek Me, as a thief. 
Who am the way of truth, the true relief ; 
Moft true to thofe, who are My greateft grief: 

Was ever grief like Mine ? 

Judas, doft thou betray Me with a kifTe ? 
Canft thou finde hell about My lips ? and mifTe 
Of life, juft at the gates of life and blifTe ? 

Was ever grief like Mine ? 

George Herbert. 



XII, 



** St. Peter*s Complaint. 



>9 




OW can I live, 

that thus my life deni'd ? 
What can I hope, 
that loft my hope in feare ? 
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What truft to one, 

that truth it felfe defi'd ? 

What good in him, 

that did his God forefwear ? 

O Sinne of finnes ! 
of evils the very worft : 

O matchleffe wretch ! 

caytifFe moft accurft ! 

Vaine in my vaunts, 

1 vowd, if friends had &il'd. 
Alone Chrifts hardeft 

fortunes to abide. 
Giant in talke \ 

like dwarfe in triall quail'd ; 
Excelling none, 

but in untruth and pride : 
Such diftance is 

between high words and deeds ; 
In proofe, the greateft 

vaunter feldome (peeds. 

Ah raflinefle, hafty 
rife to murdering leape, 

Lavifh in vowing, 
blinde in feeing what : 

Soone fowing fhames 
that long remorfe muft reape : 



Nurfing with teares 
that over-fight begat : 

Scout of repentance, 
harbinger of blame, 

Treafon to wifdome, 
mother of ill name. 



The borne-blind be^er, 

for received fight, 
Faft in his faith 

and love to Chrift remain'd, 
He ftooped to 

no feare, he fearM no might ; 
No change his choice, 

no threats his truth diftain'd : 
One wonder wrought 

him in his duty fure : 
I after thoufands, 

did my Lord abjure. 

Could fervile feare 

of rend'ring Natures due. 
Which growth in yeares 

was ihorcly like to claime. 
So thrall my love, 

that I ihould thus eichue 
A vowed death, 

and mifTe fo faire an ayme ? 
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Die, die, difloyall 

wretch, thy life deteft : 

For faving thine, 

thou has forfworne the beft. 

Ah life, fweet drop, 

drownM in a fea of fowres, 
A flying good, 

polling to doubtfuU end, 
Still loiing moneths 

and yeers, to gain new howres 
Faine, times to have, 

and fpare, yet forc't to fpend : 
Thy growth, decreafe, 

a moment all thou haft : 
That gone ere knowne ; 

the reft, to come, or paft. 



Ah life, the maze, 

of countlelTe ftraying wayes. 
Open to erring fteps, 

and ftrew*d with baits. 
To winde weake fenfes 

into endlefTe ftrayes, 
Aloofe from virtues 

rough unbeaten ftraits ; 
A flower, a play, 

a blaft, a ihade, a dreame, 
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A living death, 

a never-turning ftreame. 

And could I rate 

fo high a life fo bafe ? 
Did feare with love 

caft (b uneven account, 
That for this goale 

I flhould runne Judas race, 
And Caiphas rage 

in cruelty furmount ? 
Yet they efteemed 

thirty pence His price ; 
I, worfe than both, 

for nought deny'd Him thrice. 

Robert Southwell, 



XIII. 




|EARE eye that dayneft 
to let fall a looke, 
On thefe fad memories 
of Peters plaints : 
Mufe not to fee 

fome mud in cleereft Brooke, 
They once were brittle 

mould, that now are Saints ; 
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Their weakeneffe is 

no warrant to oiFend, 
Learne in their faults, 

what in thine owne to mend. 

If equities 

even hand the ballance held, 
Where Peters finnes 

and ours were made the weights ; 
Ounce for his dramme, 

pound for his ounce we jreeld. 
His Ship would grone 

to feel fome finners freights. 
So ripe is vice, 

fo greene is virtues bud ; 
The world doth wax 

in illy but wane in good. 

Robert Southwell, 



XIV. 



" Peter Weeping. 
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STRONG in purpofe, frail in power ! 
Where now the pledge fo lately given ? 
Coward — to creatures of an hour ! 
Bold — to the challenged bolts of heaven ! 
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Shall that fierce eye e'er pour the ftream 
Of heart-wrung tears before its God ? 
Thus did the rock in Horeb feem, 
One moment ere it felt the rod. 

But Jefus turns : — myfterious drops 
Before that kindly glance flow iaft ! 
So melt the fnows from mountain tops. 
When the dark wintry hour is paft. 

What might it be that glance could paint ? 
Did one deep-touching imprefs blend 
The more than fage — the more than faint — 
The more than fympathizing friend ? 

Was it, that lightning thought retraced 
Some hallowed hour beneath the moon ? 
Or walk, or converfe high that graced 
The temple's column'd ihade at noon ? 

Say did that face, to memory's eye. 
With gleams of Tabor's glory fliine ? 
Or did the dews of agony 
Still reft upon that brow divine ? 

I know not : — but I know a will 
That, Lord ! might frail as Peter's be ; 
A heart that had denied Thee ftill, 
E'en now — without a look from Thee ! 

Samuel Waring, 
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XV. 

" Chrift in His Paffion." 

(HAT bruifes doe I fee ! 

What hideous ftripes are thofe ! 

Could any cruell bee 
Enough to give fuch blowes ? 
Looke how they bind His armes 
And vex His foule with fcomes. 
Upon His hay re 
They make Him weare 
A crowne of pearcing thomes. 
Through hands and feete 
Sharpe nayles they beate ; 
And now the croffe they reare : 
Many looke on ; 
But onely John 
Stands by to iigh, Mary to ihed a teare. 

Why did Hee ihake for cold ? 
Why did Hee glow for heate ? 
Diflblve that froft Hee could, 
Hee could call backe that (weate. 
Thofe bruifes, ftrippes, bonds, tauntes, 
Thofe thornes, which thou didft fee. 
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Thofe nayles, that croffe, 
His own life's loffe 
Why, O why fufferr'd Hee ? 
'Twas for thy fake. 
Thou, thou didft make 
Him all thofe torments beare : 
If then His love 
Doe thy foule move, 
Sigh out a groane, weep downe a melting teare. 

" Ex dolore gaudium." 

Patrick Carey, 



XVI. 



" Friday before Eafter." 
Song Iv. 

OU that like heedleffeftrangers paffe along, 
As if nought here concerned you to day ; 
Draw nigh, and heare the faddeft Paffion 
fong. 
That ever you did meet with in your way : 
So fad a Storie ne're was told before. 
Nor ihall there be the like for evermore. 
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The greateft King that ever wore a Crowne, 
More then the bafeft Vaffaile was abuPde ; 
The trueft Lover that was ever knowne, 
By them He lov'd was moft unkindly uPde : 
And He that liv'd from all tranfgreffions cleare, 
Was plagu'd for all the linnes that ever were. 

E'en they, in pitty of whofe fall He wept, 
Wrought for His mine, whilft He fought their good ; 
And watched for Him, when they ihould have flept. 
That they might quench their malice in His blood : 
Yet, when their bonds from Him He could have 

thrown. 
To fave their lives He daign'd to lofe His owne. 

Thofe, in whofe hart compaiSon (hould have been, 
Infulted o're His poore afflidted foule ; 
And thofe that nothing ill in Him had feen. 
As guilty, Him accufd of treafon foule : 
Nay, Him, that never had one idle thought. 
They for blafpheming unto Judgment brought. 

Where, fomc to alke Him vaine demands begin ; 
And (bme to make a fport with Him devife : 
Some at His anfweres and behaviour grin ; 
And fome doe fpit their filth into His eyes : 
Some give Him blowes, fome mocke, and fome revile, 
And He, good heart, fits quiet all the while. 
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Oh) that, where fuch a throng of men (hould be, 
No heart was found fo gentle to relent ! 
And that fo good and meeke a Lambe as He, 
Should be io uPde and yet no teare be (pent ! 
Sure, when once malice fils the heart of man. 
Nor ftone, nor fteele, can be (b hardned than. 

For, after this. His clothes from Him they ftript. 
And then, as if fome Slave this Lord had beene. 
With cruell rods and fcourges Him they whipt. 
Till wounds were over all His body feene : 
In purple clade and crowned too with thorne. 
They fet Him forth, and honor'd Him in fcorne. 

And, when they faw Him in fo fad a plight. 
As might have made a flintie heart to bleed. 
They not a whit recanted at the fight ; 
But in their hellifh fury did proceede : 
Away with Him, Away with Him, they faid ; 
And Crucifie Him, Crucifie Him, Cryde. 

A Croffe of wood, that huge and heavy was. 

Upon His bloudy fhoulders next they lay ; 

Which onward to His Execution-place 

He carry'd, till He fainted in the way ; 

And, when He thither weake and tyred came ; 

To give Him refte they nayled Him to the fame. 
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Oh ! could we but the thoufand part relate, 

Of thofe Affliftions, which They made Him beare ; 

Our hearts with paffion would difTolve thereat. 

And we ihould fit and weepe for ever here ; 

Nor flhould we glad againe hereafter be, 

But that, we hope in glory Him to fee. 

For while upon the Crofle He payned hung, 
And was with foule tormentings alfo greev'd, 
(Farre more, then can be told by any tongue. 
Or in the hearts of mortals be conceav'd) 
Thofe, for whofe fake He underwent fuch paine, 
Rejoic'd thereat, and held Him in difdaine. 

One offerd to Him vineger and gall : 

A fecond did His pious workes deride : 

To dicing for His Robes did others ^1 ; 

And many mockt Him when to God He cry'd. 

Yet, He as they His paine ftill more procured. 

Still lov'd, and for their good the more endur'd. 



But, though His matchlefTe Love immortall were. 

It was a mortall body He had on. 

That could no more then mortall Bodies beare ; 

Their malice therefore did prevaile thereon : 

And loe, their utmoft furie having tri'de. 

This Lambe of God gave up the Ghoft and dy'de. 
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Whofe Death, though cruell unrelenting Man 
Could view, without bewailing, or afiright \ 
The Sunne grew darke, the Earth to quake began. 
The Temple-vaile did rend afunder quite : 
Yea, hardeft Rockes therewith in peeces brake. 
And graves did open, and the Dead awake. 

Oh, therefore, let us all that prefent be. 
This Innocent with moved fbules embrace ; 
For, this was our Redeemer, this was He, 
Who thus for our unkindnefTe ufed was : 
Ev'n He, the curfed Jewes and Pilate flew. 
Is He alone, of whom all this is true. 

Our finnes of fpight were part of thofe that day, 
Whofe cruell whips and thornes did make Him fmart ; 
Our Lufts were thofe that tyr'de Him in the way ; 
Our want of love was that which pierdl His heart : 
And ftill when we forget, or fleight His paine. 
We crucifie and torture Him again. 

George Wither, 
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And bid her freely welcome, unbeguil'd 
By ^ilfe kind folaces, and fpells of earth : — 

And yet not all unfooth'd ; 

For when was Joy fa dear, 

As the deep calm that breath'd, ** Father^ forgive^* 
Or ** Be with Me in Paradife to day ? 

And, though the ftrife be fore. 

Yet in His parting breath 
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Love mafters agony ; the foul that feem'd 
Forfaken, feels her prefent God again, 

And in her Father's arms 

Contented dies away. 

yohn Keble. 



XVIII, 

The Crofs. 



** He is defpifed and rejefted of men." 

Ifaiah Ynu 3. 

|S it not ftrange, the darkeft hour 
That ever dawn'd on finful earth 
Should touch the heart with fofter power 
For comfort, than an Angel's mirth ? 





3ttiis teanns W Ccots, 
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That to the Crofs the mourner's eye (hould turn 
Sooner than where the ftars of Chriftmas burn ? 

Sooner than where the Eafter fun 

Shines glorious on yon open grave, 

And to and fro the tidings run, 

** Who died to heal, is rifn to fave." 

Sooner than where upon the Saviour's friends 

The very Comforter in light and love defcends. 

Yet fo it is : for duly there 
The bitter herbs of earth are fet, 
Till temperM by the Saviour's prayer. 
And with the Saviour's life-blood wet. 
They turn to fweetnefs, and drop holy balm, 
Soft as imprifbn'd martyr's deathbed calm. 

John Keble* 



XIX. 

" The Croffe." 

|INCE Chrift embrac'd the Croffe itfelfe, 
dare I 
His image, th' image of His Crofle'deny ? 
Would I have profit by the Sacrifice, 
And dare the chofen Altar to defpife ? 
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It bore all other finnes, but is it fit 
That it (hould beare the finne of fcorning it ? 
Who from the pi£lure would avert his eye, 
How would he flie His paines, who there did die ? 

yohn Donne. 
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" The Croffe of Chrift." 

|ISE, O my foul, with thy defires to Heaven, 
And with Divineft Contemplation ufe 
Thy time, where times eternity is given. 
And let vain thoughts no more thy thoughts abufe. 
But down in darknefs let them lie. 
So live thy better, let thy worfe thoughts die. 

And thou, my Soul, infpir'd with holy flame. 
View and review, with moft regardful Eie, 
That holy CroflTe whence thy Salvation came. 
On which thy Saviour, and thy Sin did die : 
For in that facred Objeft is much pleafure. 
And in that Saviour is my Life, my Treafure. 

To Thee (O Jefu) I direft mine Eye, 

To Thee my hands, to Thee my humble Knees, 
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To Theq my Heart fhall offer Sacrifice, 

To Thee my thoughts, who my thoughts only fees : 

To Thee myfelf, myfelf and all, I give ; 

To Thee I die, to Thee I only live. 

IgnotOy 
Reliquiae Wottonlanx. 
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** Crucifixion to the World by the 
Crofs of Chrift." 

HEN I furvey the wondrous crofs 
On which the Prince of glory dy'd. 
My richeft gain I count but lofs. 
And pour contempt on all my pride. 

Forbid it Lord that I (hould boaft. 
Save in the death of Chrift my God ; 
All the vain things that charm me moft, 
I facrifice them to His blood. 

See from His head. His hands. His feet. 
Sorrow and love flow mingling down ! 
Did e'er fuch love and forrow meet. 
Or thorns compofe fo rich a crown ? 
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Were the whole realm of nature mine, 
That were a prefent for too fmall ; 
Love fo amazing fo divine 
Demands my foul, my life, my all. 

Ifaac Watts. 




XXII. 

'* Parafceve for Good-Friday/* 

OU ! that careleffe pafle along this way, 
Have fome regard : looke hitherwards and 
ftay. 

Behold a Speftacle, fet forth to view, 
That Men, and Angels, Heaven and Earth, may Rue. 
Doe you not feele the Earths foundation (hake. 
Trembling, to fee Black-Darkneffe over-take 
The Sunne, and Moone ? Behold ! the Vaile, doth 

teare ; 
The Grave-Stones, open 5 and the Dead, appeare. 
The univerfal Orbe is fick of paine ; 
And Nature, ready to difTolve againe. 
Are not fuch Things moft worthy to be heard ? 
O ftay, your idle Stepps ! and give regard. 
Behold Him fattened to a Croffe accurft. 
That unto all Things, gave their Moving, firft. 



Thofe Armes, and Hands, that made Heaven, Earth, 

and thee. 
Are now ftretch'd-forth, and Nailed to that Tree. 
He that made Seates, and Stales for Bird and Beaft, 
Now wants a Prop, His Bleeding Head to reft. 
Hee, that Clothes all things, naked beares this Scorne. 
Hee, that gives Scepters, weares a Crowne of Thorne. 
The Juft is call'd un-juft : And now the Man 
Whofe glory dimmes the Stars, lookes pale, and wan. 
The Well of Life, is dry ; yet, thinkes it good 
Still from His Veines, to powre-out floods of Blood. 
The Bread, is hungry. Dew of Heaven, doth Thirft. 
The loy, doth mourne. The Bleflfed, is accurft. 
He, that weares Cloudes, for Robes, is rob'd and 
The God of Difcipline-itfelfe, is whipt. [ftript : 

There, hangs the Health, all wounded : there. He 

bleeds. 
Praying for them, that doe thefe horrid deeds. 
The ludge of Heaven is judg'd : The Truth, be-lide : 
And, the Foundation, to the Top, is tide. [fleepe, 
The Strength, doth faint : The Light of Heaven, doth 
The Lord of Life, doth die. There, ftay, and weepe. 
For thus to fee One guiltles, lofe His Breath, 
Would make one, even for pitty, weepe to death. 
But, when thou canft ; give o're. (O ! do not, yet !) 
Sit, and confider why. He paid this Debt. 
Not, for Himfelfe. Then, it had never bin : 
For, which of thefe could fay. He had one Sin ? 
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O Happy Me ! that freed from all Annoyes, 
Maift enter thus, into thy Mailers loyes. 
There, in that Rock, build fafe, my Soule ! my Dove ! 
Build there j and dwell ; and never-more Remove, 

William Jujiin. 
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'* An Hymne of the Paffion." 




F when farre in the Eaft yee doe behold 
Foorth from his Chriftall Bed the Sunne 
to rife, 
With rofie Robes and Crowne of flaming Gold ? 

If gazing on that Emprefle of the Skies, 
That takes fo many Formes, and thofe faire Brands, 
Which blaze in Heavens high Vault, Nights 
watchful eyes ? 
If feeing how the Seas tumultuous Bands 

Of bellowing Billowes have their courfe confin'd. 
How unfuftain'd the Earth ftill fteadfaft ftands : 

Poore mortall Wights, yee e're found in your Minde 
A thought, that fome great King did fit above. 

Who had fuch Lawes and Rites to them affign'd ; 
A King who fixd the Poles made Spheares to move, 
All Wifdome, purenefl"e. Excellence, and Might, 
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All Goodneffe, Greatnefle, Juftice, Beauty, Love : 

With feare and wonder hither turne your Sight, 
See, fee (alas) Him now, not in that State 

Thought could fore-caft Him into Reafons light. 
Now Eyes with teares, now Hearts with griefe make 
great, 

Bemoane this cruell Death and dreary cafe. 
If ever plaints juft Woe could aggravate ? 

From Sinne and Hell to fave us, humaine Race, 
See this great King naill'd to an abjeft Tree, 

An objeft of reproach and fad difgrace. 
O unheard Pitty, Love in ftrange degree ! 

Hee His owne Life doth give. His Blood doth (hed, 
For Wormelings bafe fuch Excellence to fee. 

Poore Wight es, behold His Vifage pale as Lead, 
His head bow'd to His Breft, Lockes fadlie rent, 

Like a cropt Rofe that languiihing doth fade. 
Weake Nature weepe, aftonifli'd World lament, 

Lament, yee Windes, you Heaven that all con- 
taines, 
And thou (my Soule) let nought thy Griefe relent. 

Thofe Hands, thofe facred Hands which hold the 
raines 
Of this great All, and kept from mutuall warres 

The Elements, bare rent for thee their Veines : 
Thofe feete which once muft trade on golden Starres, 

For thee with nailes would be pierc'd through and 
torne, 
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For thee Heavens King from Heaven Himfelfe de- 
barres. 

This great heart-quaking Dolourwaile and mourne, 
Yee that long fince Him faw by might of Faith, 

Yee now that are, and yee yet to bee borne. 
Not to behold His great Creators Death, 

The Sunne from finfull eyes hath vail'd his light. 
And faintly journey es up Heavens faphire Path. 

And, cutting from her Browes her Treffes bright. 
The Moone doth keepe her Lords fad Obfequies, 

Impearling with her Teares this Robe of Night. 
All ftaggering and lazie lowre the Skies, 

The Earth and elemental Stages quake. 
The long fmce dead from burfted Graves arife. 

And can things wanting fenfe yet forrow take, 
And beare a Part with Him who all them wrought ? 

And Man (though borne with cries) fliall pitty lacke ? 
Thinke what had beene your ftate, had Hee not 
brought 

To thefe fharpe Pangs Himfelfe, and priz'd fo hie 
Your Soules, that with His Life them life Hee bought. 

What Woes doe you attend, if ftill yee lie 
Plung'd in your wonted ordures, wretched Brood, 

Shall for your fake againe God ever die ? 
O leave deluding (hewes, embrace true good, 

Hee on you calles, forgoe Sinnes fhamefuU trade, 
With Prayers now feeke Heaven, and not with Blood. 

Let not the Lambes more from their Dames bee had. 
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Nor Altars blufh for Sinne ; live every thing. 

That long time long'd-for facrifice is made. 
All that is from you crav'd by this great King 

Is to believe, a pure Heart Incenfe is, 
What gift (alas) can wee Him meaner bring ? 

Hafte finne-ficke Soules, this feafon doe not miffe, 
Now while remorfeleffe time doth grant you fpace, 

And God invites you to your only Blifle. 
Hee who you calles will not denie you Grace, 

But low-deepe burie faults, fo yee repent. 
His armes (loe) ftretched are you to embrace. 

When Dayes are done, and Life's fmall fparke is 
fpent, 
So yee accept what freely here is given. 

Like brood of Angels, deathleffe, all-content, 
Yee fliall for ever live with Him in Heaven, 

William Drummond. 



XXIV. 



'' Chrift's Paffion. A Tragedie. 



» 




Chorus, 

HILE lingring Death His fad releafe de- 
ferr'd. 
How lookt the ftanders-by ? what words 
were heard ? 
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I. Nuncius, 

Not all alike : difcording Murmurs rife. 

Some, with transfixed hearts, and wounded eyes, 

Aftoniflit ftand : fome joy in His flow fate, 

And to the laft extend their Barbarous hate. 

Motion it felf variety begets. 

And by a flrange viciffitude regrets 

What it afFedted, nor one poflure beares : 

Teares fcornfull laughter raife, and laughter teares. 

Who to the Temple from th' impoveriflit fliore 

Of Galilee His followed fteps adore, 

And miniflred to His life, now of His End 

The WitneflJes ; ftill to their dying friend 

Their faith preferve : which, as they could, they fhow 

In all th'expreflions of a perfedl woe. 

One from her panting brefl: her garments tare ; 

Another, the bright trefTes of her haire ; 

This, with her naked armes her bofome beats ; 

The hollow rock her fearfull fhriekes repeats ; 

She, ftifFwith forrow. But what grief could vie 

With that example of all piety. 

His virgin Mothers ! this affords no way 

To leflening teares ; nor could it felf difplay. 

Where fhould (he fix her looks ! if on the ground ; 

She fees that with His bloud. He bleeding, drown'd : 

Or if fhe raife her eyes ; the killing fight 

Of her wombes tort'red Iflue quencht their light. 
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Fearing to look on either, both difclofe 
Their terrours ; who now licences her woes. 
Ready to have ftept forward, and imbraft 
The bloudy Crofle, her feeble lims ftuck faft : 
Her feet their motion loft ; her voice in vain 
A paflage fought : fuch Grief could not complain. 
Whofe Soul almoft as great a Sorrow ftung, 
As His who on the Tree in torments hung. 
That Youth, one of the Twelve, fo dignifi'd 
By His deare Matters love, ftood by her fide. 
Beholding this fad Paire, thofe Souls that were 
To Him then life, while life remain'd, more deare 5 
He found an other Crofle : His fpirits melt 
More for the forrow feen, then torments felt. 
At length, in ftrength tranfcending either, brake 
The barres of His long filence, and thus fpake : 
A legacie to each of you I leave : 
Mother, this fonne in ftead of me receave 
By thy adoption : and thou gentle boy, 
The feed of Zebedeus, late my joy. 
Thy friend now for thy mother take. This faid 
Againe He to His torments bow'd His Head. 
The Vulgar with the Elders of our Race, 
And Souldiers, (hake their heads in His difgrace : 
Is this the man, faid they, whofe hands can raife 
The Temple, and rebuild it in three dayes ? 
Now (hew thy ftrength. Or if the Thunderer 
Above the rank of Mortalls Thee preferre. 
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Acknowledg'd for His Heir ; let Him defcend, 
Confirme Thy hopes, and timely fuccour lend. 
Behold, the help Thou gav'ft to others, failes 
The Authour. Break thefe Bonds, thefe ftubborn 

Nails, 
And from the Croffe defcend : then we will fay 
Thou art our King, and Thy Commands obey. 
Nor waft enough that the furrounding Throng 
Wound with reproaches : Who befide Him hung, 
Doth now again a murderers minde difclofe ; 
And in His punifliment more wicked growes. 
Who thus : If Thou be He whom God did choofe 
To Govern the free'd Nation of the Jews, 
Thy felf, and us releafe : thus honour win. 
The Partner of his death, as of his finne, 
Who had his fierceneffe, with the thief, caft-ofF, 
111 brookes, and thus reprooves, that impious fcofF: 
Haft thou as yet not learnt to acknowledge God ? 
Nor facred Juftice fear ? who now the rod 
Of vengeance feel'ft ? wilt thou again offend. 
And to the jaws of Hell thy guilt extend ? 
This death we owe to our impiety : 
But what are His mifdeeds ? why (hould He die ? 
Then looking in His face with dropping eyes : 
Forgive me, O forgive a wretch, he cries : 
And O my Lord, my King, when Thou (halt be 
Reftor'd to Thy own Heaven, remember me. 
He mildly gives confent ; and from the barres 
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Of that fad Crofle, thus raiPd him to the Starres : 
With Me, a happy Gueft, thou (halt injoy 
Thofe facred Orchards where no frofts deftroy 
The eternall Spring, before the Morne difplay 
The purple Enfigne of th' enfuing Day. 

George Sandys, 



XXV. 



€€ 



Good Friday. 



» 




|OUND upon th' accurfed tree, 
Faint and bleeding, who is He ? 
By the eyes fo pale and dim. 
Streaming blood and writhing limb, 
By the flefli with fcourges torn. 
By the crown of twifted thorn, 
By the fide fo deeply pierced. 
By the baffled burning thirfl. 
By the drooping death-dew'd brow. 
Son of Man ! 'tis Thou, 'tis Thou ! 



Bound upon th' accurfed tree. 
Dread and aweful, who is He ? 
By the fun at noon-day pale. 
Shivering rocks, and rending veil. 
By earth that trembles at His doom. 
By yonder faints who burfl their tomb. 
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By Eden, promifed ere He died 
To the felon at His fide, 
Lord ! our fuppliant knees we bow. 
Son of God ! 'tis Thou, *tis Thou ! 

Bound upon the accurfed tree, 

Sad and dying, who is He ? 

By the laft and bitter cry 

The ghoft giv'n up in agony ; 

By the lifelefs body laid 

In the chamber of the dead ; 

By the mourners come to weep 

Where the bones of Jefus fleep ; 

Crucified ! we know Thee now ; 

Son of Man ! *tis Thou, 'tis Thou ! 

Bound upon th' accurfed tree. 

Dread and aweful, who is He ? 

By the prayer for them that flew, 

'' Lord ! they know not what they do ! 

By the fpoil'd and empty grave. 

By the fouls He died to fave, 

By the conquefl: He hath won. 

By the faints before His throne. 

By the rainbow round His brow. 

Son of God ! 'tis Thou, 'tis Thou ! 

Henry H, Milman. 



99 



PASSION WEEK. 



77 



XXVI. 



" Chrifts Vidorie." 




jHAT better friendfliip, then to cover 
fliame ? 
What greater love, then for a friend to die ? 
Yet this is better to affelf the blame. 
And this is greater, for an enemie : 
But more then this, to die, not fuddenly. 
Not with fome common death, or eafie paine. 
But flowely, and with torments to be flaine, 
O depth, without a depth, farre better feene, then 
faine ! 



And yet the Sonne is humbled for the Slave, 
And yet the Slave is proude before the Sonne : 
Yet the Creator for His creature gave 
Himfelfe, and yet the creature hafts to runne 
From his Creator, and felf-good doth {hunne : 
And yet the Prince, and God Himfelfe doth crie 
To man. His Traitour, pardon not to flie. 
Yet Man his God, and Traytour doth his Prince 
defie. Giles Fletcher. 
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XXVII. 

•« Chrifts Vidtorie." 

IEE whear the Author of all life is dying : 
O fearefull day ! He dead, what hope of 
living ? 

See whear the hopes of all our lives are buying : 
O cheerfuU day ! they bought, what fear of grieving ? 
Love love for hate, and death for life is giving : 
Loe how His arms are ftretch't abroad to grace thee. 
And, as they open ftand, call to embrace thee. 
Why ftai'ft thou then my foule \ O flie, flie thither 
haft thee. 

His radious head, with fliamefuU thornes they teare, 
His tender backe, with bloody whipps they rent, 
His fide, and heart, they furrowe with a fpear. 
His hands and feete, with riving nayles they tent, 
And, as to difenthrayle His foule they meant. 
They jolly at His griefe, and make their game. 
His naked body to expofe to fliame, 
That all might come to fee, and all might fee, that 
came* 

Whereat the heav'n put out his guiltie eye. 
That durft behold fo execrable fight. 
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And fabled all In blacke the (hadie fkie, 

And the pale ftarres, ftrucke with unwonted fright, 

Quenched their everlafting lamps in night : 

And at His birth, as all the ftarres heav'n had. 

Wear not enough, but a newe ftar was made, 

So now both newe, and old, and all away did fade. 

The mazed Angels (hooke their fierie wings, 

Readie to lighten vengeance from Gods throne, 

One downe his eyes upon the Manhood flings. 

Another gazes on the Godhead, none 

But furely thought his wits were not his owne : 

Some flew, to looke if it wear very Hee, 

But when Gods arme unarmed they did fee, 

Albee they fawe it was, they vow'd it could not bee. 

The fadded aire hung all in cheerlefl!e blacke, 
Through which, the gentle windes foft fighing flewe, 
And Jordan into fuch huge forrowe brake, 
(As if his holy ftreame no meafure knewe,) 
That all his narrowe bankes he overthrewe. 
The trembling earth with horrour inly (hooke, 
And ftubborne ftones, fuch griefe unuf'd to brooke, 
Did burft, and ghofts awaking from their graves gan 
looke. 

The wife Philofopher cried, all agaft. 
The God of nature furely languifhed, 



The fad Centurion cried out as faft, 
The Sonne of God, the Sonne of God was dead, 
The headlong lew hung downe his penfive head, 
And homewards far'd, and ever, as he went. 
He fmote his breft, halfe defperately bent, 
The verie woods, and beafls did feeme His death 
lament. Giles Fletcher. 
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** Hymn. 
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|OR Thou didft die for me, oh Son of God ! 
By Thee the throbbing flefh of man was 
worn ; 
Thy naked feet the thorns of forrow trod. 

And tempefts beat Thy houfelefs head forlorn. 
Thou that wert wont to ftand 
Alone, on God's right hand. 
Before the Ages were, the Eternal, eldeft born. 

Thy birthright in the world was pain and grief. 

Thy love's return ingratitude and hate j 
The limbs Thou healedft brought Thee no relief. 
The eyes Thou openedft calmly view'd Thy fete • 
That Thou wert wont to dwell 
In peace, tongue cannot tell. 
Nor heart conceive the blifs of Thy celeftial ftat 



PASSION WEEK. 


8i 


They dragg'd Thee to the Roman's folemn Hall, 

Where the proud Judge in purple fplendour fate ; 
Thou ftoodft a meek and patient criminal, 




Thy doom of death from human lips to wait ; 
Whofe throne (hall be the world 




In final ruin hurl'd. 




With all mankind to hear their everlafting fate. 


1 


Thou wert alone in that fierce multitude, 


1 


When " Crucify Him !" yell'd the general fliout ; 
No hand to guard Thee 'mid thofe infults rude. 




Nor lip to blefs in all that frantic rout ; 




Whofe lighted whifper'd word 
The Seraphim had heard. 
And adamantine arms from all the heavens broke 
out. 


1 

i 
1 


They bound Thy temples with the twifted thorn, 
Thy bruifed feet went languid on with pain ; 

The blood, firom all Thy flefh with fcourges torn, 
Deepen'd Thy robe of mockery's crimfon grain ; 
Whofe native vefture bright 


1 

1 


Was the unapproached light. 
The fandal of whofe foot the rapid hurricane. 




They fmote Thy cheek with many a ruthlefs palm. 
With the cold fpear Thy (huddering fide they 
pierced \ 





M 
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The draught of bittereft gall was all the balm 
They gave, t* enhance Thy unflaked, burning thir 
Thou, at whofe words of peace 
Did pain and anguiih ceaie. 
And their long buried dead their bonds of fluml 
burft. 

Low bow'd Thy head convulfed,and,droop'd in dea 

Thy voice fent forth a fad and wailing cry ; 
Slow ftruggled from Thy breaft the parting breatl 
And every limb was wrung with agony. 
That head, whofe veillefe blaze 
Fill'd angels with amaze, 
When at that voice fprang forth the rolling fun 
on high. 

And Thou wert laid within the narrow tomb, 
Thy clay-cold limbs with flirouding grave-clot 
bound ; 
The fealed ftone confirmed Thy mortal doom. 
Lone watchmen walk'd Thy defert burial grou 
Whom heaven could not contain. 
Nor th' immeafurable plain 
Of vaft infinity inclofe or circle round. 

For us, for us, Thou didft endure the pain. 
And Thy meek fpirit bow'd itfelf to (hame. 

To wafh our fouls from fin's infe£ling ftain, 
T' avert the Father's wrathful vengeance flam< 
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Thou, that couldft nothing win 
By faving worlds from fin. 
Nor aught of glory add to Thy all -glorious Name. 

Henry H. Milman. 




XXIX. 

ND when Thou didft depart, no car of flame 
To bear Thee hence in lambent radiance 
came; 

Nor vifible Angels mourn'd with drooping plumes : 
Nor didft Thou mount on high 
From fatal Calvary 
With all Thine own redeemM outburfting from their 
tombs* 
For Thou didft bear away from earth 
But one of human birth, 
The dying felon by Thy fide, to be 
In Paradife with Thee. 

Nor o*er Thy crofs the clouds of vengeance brake ; 
A little while the confcious earth did (hake 
At that foul deed by her fierce children done ; 

A few dim hours of day 

The world in darknefs lay ; 
Then bafk'd in bright repofe beneath the cloudlefe fun : 
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While Thou didft fleep beneath the tomb, 
Confenting to Thy doom ; 
Ere yet the white-robed Angel fhone 
Upon the fealed ftone. 

And when Thou didft arife, Thou didft not ftand 
With Devaftation in Thy red right hand. 
Plaguing the guilty city's murtherous crew ; 

But Thou didft hafte to meet 

Thy mother's coming feet. 
And bear the words of peace unto the faithful few. 

Then calmly, flowly didft Thou rife 

Into Thy native (kies. 

Thy human form diiTolved on high 

In its own radiancy. 

Henry H. Milman. 



XXX. 



" The death of Jefus. 



>9 




{IS finifiied : He fpake the words, and bowed 
His head, and died. Beholding Him far off. 
They who had miniftered unto Him, hope 
'Tis his laft agony : the Temple's veil 
Is rent ; revealing the moft holy place. 
Wherein the cherubim their wings extend. 




■Xte Ccucfflj;fi>n. 
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O'erfliadowing the mercy-feat of God. 
Appalled, the leaning foldier feels the fpear 
Shake in his grafp ; the planted ftandard falls 
Upon the heaving ground ; the fun is dimmed, 
And darknefs fhrouds the body of the Lord. 

yames Grahame, 
■> 

XXXI. 

** On the Seven Words uttered by Chrift 

on the Crofs/* 




Firft Word. 

|ESU, Hail ! Who as Thou bleedeft. 
For Thy cruel murderers pleadeft, 
" Father fpare, their fin forgive." 
Give us hearts like Thine forgiving, 
Tendereft words like Thine conceiving ; 
Let no thought of vengeance live. 

Second Word. 

Jesu, Hail ! in Death Who faveft, 
Who the contrite robber gaveft 
Eameft of Thy Blifsful Face. 
Grant our tears fuch pleading power, 
Now and at our dyirig hour, 
As may win Thy pardoning Grace. 




ttaa\'rhy^frkecp\n& , 
J^'^^-w \ov'd D-^f^P^" %„ft commend •, 

Leave us not ^^^^^ 



PASSION WEEK. 87 



Lord, to Thee our firft thoughts bending. 
Lord in Thee our laft works ending. 
In Thy pleafure let us live. 

Seventh Word. 

Jesu, Hail ! Thy Words Who clofeft. 
And Thy Soul out-pour'd repofeft 
Meekly in Thy Father's Breft ; 
By Thy Death's all-cleanfing power. 
O'er our lives Thy Graces fliower. 
Let our ends in Thee be bleft. 

From Horfi's " Paradife 
of the Chriftian Soul." 



XXXII. 

" Chrift^s Paffion." 

|N0UGH, my Mufe, of Earthly things. 
And Infpirations but of Wind, 
Take up thy Lute, and to it bind 
Loud and everlafting Strings ; 
And on 'em play, and to 'em fing. 
The happy mournful Stories, 
The lamentable Glories, 
Of the great Crucified King. 
Mountainous Heap of Wonders ! which doft rife 
Till Earth thou joineft with the Skies ! 
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Too large at Bottom, and at Top too high, 

To be half feen by Mortal Eye. 

How (hall I grafp this boundlefs thing ? 

What fliall I play ? What fhall I fing ? 

I'll fing the mighty Riddle of myfterious Love, 

Which neither wretched Men below, nor bleiTed 
Spirits above. 

With all their Comments can explain ; 

How all the whole World's Life to die did not difdain. 

I'll fing the fearchlefs Depths of the Compaffion Di- 
The Depths unfathom'd yet [vine, 

By Reafon's Plummet, and the Line of Wit, 

Too light the Plummet, and too fliort the Line, 

How the Eternal Father did beftow 

His own Eternal Son as Ranfom for His Foe, 

I'll fing aloud, that all the World may hear. 

The Triumph of the bury'd Conqueror. 

How Hell was by its Prifner Captive led. 

And the Great Slayer Death flain by the Dead. 

Methinks I hear of murther'd Men the Voice, 
Mix'd with the Murtherers confufed Noife, 
Sound from the Top of Calvary \ 
My Greedy Eyes fly up the Hill, and fee 
Who 'tis hangs there the midmoft of the three ; 
Oh how unlike the others He ! 
Look how He bends His gentle Head with blefSngs 
from the Tree ! 



PASSION WEEK. 



His gracious Hands, ne'er ftretch'd but to do Good, 
Are nail'd to the infamous Wood : 
And finful Man does fondly bind [Kind. 

The Arms, which He extends t'embrace all human 

Unhappy Man, canft thou ftand by, and fee 
All this as patiently as He ? 
Since He thy Sins does bear, 

Make thou His Sufferings thine own, 

And weep, and figh, and groan. 
And beat thy Breaft, and tear 
Thy Garments, and thy Hair, 
And let thy Grief, and let thy Love 
Through all thy. bleeding Bowels move. 
Doft thou not fee Thy Prince in Purple clad all o'er. 
Not Purple brought from the Sidonian Shore, 
But made at home with richer Gore ? 
Doft thou not fee the Rofes, which adorn 
The thorny Garland, by Him worn ? 
Doft thou not fee the livid Traces 
Of the iharp Scourges rude Embraces ? 
If yet thou feeleft not the Smart 
Of Thorns and Scourges in thy Heart, 
If that be yet not crucify 'd. 
Look on His Hands, look on HisFeetylook on His Side. 
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Open, oh ! open wide the Fountains of thine Eyes, 
And let 'em call 



N 
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Their Stock of moifture forth, where-e'er it lyes, 

For this will alk it all. 

*Twould all (alas) too little be, 

Though thy felt Tears came from a Sea : 

Canft thou deny Him this, when He 

Has open'd all His vital Springs for thee ? 

Take heed ; for by His Side's myfterious Flood 

May well be underftood. 

That He will ftill require fome Waters to His Blood. 

Abraham Cowley, 
(From the Greek of 
Thomas Mailers, 

New Coll. Oxford.) 



XXXIII. 



" A Miftery to be noted and followed of 
thofe that are parting out of this life." 

N the departure of the Lord, 

of mortall bodies vitall breath : 
There lives a mifterie worth record, 
which He did (how us heere on earth. 
Who doth prepare to die each houre, 
muft foll©w Chrift, our Saviour. 




For He the night before He died, 
did (ingle out Himfelfe alone : 
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Difciples all He fet afide, 

and to His Father makes His moane : 
His mother deere He leaves with John, 

to comfort her when He is gon. 

So Chriftians all when they goe hence, 
muft caft of care of worldes refpeft : 

Setling their houfe with providence, 
and then all earthly care negledt : 

Leaving all thoughts of common wealth, 
which too much mens afFedtions fteale. 



Commending wife and children all, 
to Gods protedling will Divine : 

Himfelfe to God Celeftiall, 
betakes from world to Gods defigne : 

Forfaking friends and kinsfolkes heere, 
exempts His heart, from care and feare. 

He muft then fecret be alone, 

who will with high Jehovah walke : 

Diftilling teares with prayers moane, 
and fervent fighes with God to take : 

His foule and fpirit let him commend, 
to heavenly joyes devoid of end. 

At time of death Chrift watch't and prai*d, 
with earneft zeale and fervencie : 
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In Olive Mount all Night He ftay*d, 

a place for heavenly fecrecie : 
He there thrice His difciples warnes, 

to watch and pray, gainft tempters harmes. 

Even fo all they muft watch and pray, 
with fighes and groanes for former (Innes : 

That from this life depart away, 
againft temptations, Sathans gins : 

Exhorting all to live, to die, 

to Faith, Aire Hope and Charity. 

Chrift bow'd His knees t'was not enough. 
He fell down flat upon His face : 

His cryes, the heavens pierced through, 
to God for ayde and heavenly grace : 

He twice retir'd to fervent praier, 
with ardent Zeale in open ayre. 

He bends his knees with humblenes, 
who himfelfe, commits to Gods difpofe : 

He Meth flat with lowlines, 

that takes the Lord for his repofe : 

And wholly doth himfelfe deny, 
fixing his &ith in God on high. 

As Adam firfl in Paradife, 

had feemely corps without array : 
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So Chrift from Earth on Croffe doth rife, 
His naked felfe doth then difplay : 

As Brafen Serpent was ereft, 
So He's lift up for His eleft. 

Even fo that foule that Heaven afpir's, 
from earths aiFedlions muft afcend : 

Mounting with heart and his defires, 
to heavenly life that hath no end : 

Himfelfe to th' world, muft crucifie, 
nayl'd with &ith, hope and charity. 

This Champion there muft combate make, 
with Dragon fierce mans enemy : 

Till he the viftory turne backe, 
leaving the Lambe true vicSlory : 

Then viftour fliall enjoy the neft 
of higheft heavens and be pofleft. 

William Leighton, 



XXXIV. 



" An Hymne of Heavenly Love. 



>y 



HUGE, and moft unfpeakable Impreflion 
Of Love's deep Wound, that pierft the 
piteous Hart 
Of that deare Lord with fo entyre AfFe<9:ion, 
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And fharply launcing every inner part, 

Dolours of Death into His Soule did dart, 

Doing Him die that never it deferved, 

To free His Foes, that from His Heaft had fwerved. 

What Hart can feel leaft Touch of fo fore Launch, 
Or Thought can think the Depth of fo deare Wound ? 
Whofe bleeding Sourfe their Streames yet never 

ftaunch. 
But ftil do flow, and frefhly ftill redownd. 
To heale the Sores of finful, Soules unfound. 
And clenfe the Guilt of that infefted Crime, 
Which was enrooted in all fleflily flyme. 

O bleflTed Well of Love. O Floure of Grace. 

O Glorious Morning Starre. O Lampe of Light. 

Moft lively Image of Thy Father*s Face, 

Eternal King of Glorie, Lord of Might, 

Meeke Lambe of God before all Worlds behight. 

How can we Thee requite for all this Good ? 

Or what can prize that Thy moft precious Blood ? 

Yet nought Thou alk'ft in lieu of all this Love, 
But Love of us, for Guerdon of Thy Pain : 
Aye me ! what can us leflTe than that behove ? 
Had He required Life for us againe. 
Had it beene wrong to afk His owne with gaine ? 
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He gave us Life, He it reftored loft ; 
Then Life were leaff, that us fo little coft. 

But He our Life hath left unto us free ; 
Free that was thrall, and blefled that was band \ 
Ne ought demaunds, but that we loving bee, 
As He Himfelfe hath lov'd us afore-hand, 
And bound therto with an eternall Band, 
Him firft to love that was fo dearely bought. 
And next, our Brethren to His Image wrought. 

Him firft to love great Right and Reafon is. 
Who firft to us our Life and Being gave. 
And after, when we fered had amilTe, 
Us Wretches from the Second Death did fave ; 
And laft, the Food of Life, which now we have, 
Even He Himfelfe in His dear Sacrament, 
To feede our hungry Soules, unto us lent. 

Then next, to love our Brethren, that were made 
Of that felfe Mould and that felf Maker's Hand, 
That we, and to the fame againe, (hall fede, 
Where they fhall have Heritage of Land, 
However here on higher Steps we ftand. 
Which alfo were with felfe-fame Price redeemed 
That we, however of us light efteemed. 

And were they not, yet fince that loving Lord 
Commanded us to love them for His fake. 
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Even for His fake, and for His facred Word, 

Which in His laft Requeft He to us fpake, 

We fhould them love, and with their needs partake ; 

Knowing that, whatfoe'er to them we give. 

We give to Him by whom we all doe live. 

Such Mercy He by His moft holy Reede 
Unto us taught, and to approve it trew, 
Enfampled it by His moft righteous Deede, 
Shewing us mercie (miferable Crew !) 
That we the like fhould to the Wretches (hew, 
And love our Brethren ; thereby to approve 
How much Himfelfe that loved us, we love. 

Edmund Spenfer, 

XXXV. 

" Paleftine." 

|HOU palfied earth, with noonday night 
o'erfpread ! 
Thou fickening fun,fo dark, fo deep, fo red ! 
Ye hovering ghofts, that throng the ftarlefs air. 
Why (hakes the earth ? why fades the light ? declare ! 
Are thofe His limbs, with ruthlefs fcourges torn ? 
His brows, all bleeding with the twifted thorn ? 
His the pale form, the meek forgiving eye 
Raif'd from the Crofs in patient agony ? 




PASSION WEEK. 



97 



Be dark, thou fun, thou noonday night arife, 
And hide, oh hide, the dreadful facrifice ! 
Ye &ithful few, hj bold afFedion led, 
Who round the Saviour's crofs your (brrows (hed, 
Not for His fake your tearful vigils keep ; — 
Weep for your country, for your children weep ! 

Reginald Heber, 



XXXVI. 



** The PafEon of our Bleiled Saviour, 
reprefented in a Pindarique Ode." 

^uis talia fando 




Temperet a La cry mis ? 

|AY bold Licentious Mufe, 

What Noble Subject wilt thou chufe ; 
Of what great Hero, of what mighty Thing, 
Wilt thou in boundlefs Numbers Sing ? 
Sing the unfethom'd Depths of Love, 
(For who the Wonders done by Love can tell, 
By Love, which is it felf all Miracle ?) 
Here in vafl endlefs Circles may'ft thou rove. 
And like the travelling Planet of the Day 

In an Orb unbounded Stray. 
Sing the great Miracle of Love Divine, 
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Great be thy Genius, fparkling every Line, 
Love's greateft Myftery rehearfe : 
Greater then that, 

Which on the teeming Chaos brooding fate, 

And hatch'd with kindly Heat, the Univerfe. 

How God in Mercy chofe to Bleed, and Dye, 
To refcue Man from Mifery : 

Man, not His Creature only, but His Enemy. 

Lo, in Gethfemane, I fee Him proftrate lye, 
Prefs'd with the weight of His great Agony. 
The common Sluces of the Eyes 
To vent His mighty Paffion won't fuffice. 
His tortured Body Weeps all-o're. 
And out of every Pore 
Buds forth a precious Gem of Purple Gore. 
How ftrange the Power of Afflictions Rod 
When in the Hand of an Incenfed God ! 
Like the Commanding Wand 
In Mofes's Hand 
It works a Miracle, and turns the Flood 
Of Tears into a Sea of Blood. 
See with what Pomp Sorrow does now appear ! 
How proud She is of being feated here ! 

She never Wore 
So Rich a Dye before. 
Long was He willing to decline 
Th' Encounter of the Wrath Divine. 
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Thrice He fent for His Releafe 
Pathetick Embaffies of Peace : 
At length, His Courage overcame His Doubt, 
Refolv'd He was, and fo the Bloody Flagg hung out. 



And now the Tragic Scene's difplay'd. 
Where drawn in full Battalia are laid 

Before His Eyes, 
That Numerous Hoft of Miferies 
He muft withftand, that Map of Woe 
Which He muft undergo. 
That heavy Wine-prefs which muft by Him be Trod, 
The whole Artillery of God. 
He faw that Face, whofe very Sight 
Chears Angels with its Beatific Light, 
Contrafted now into a dreadful Frown, 

All. cloath'd with Thunder, Big withDea th 
And fhowers of hot burning Wrath, 
Which fhortly muft be poured down. 
He faw a Black and Difmal Scroll, 
Of Sins paft, prefent, and to come. 
With their intolerable Doom 
Which would the more Opprefs His fpotlefs Soul ; 

As th' Elements are Weighty proved, 
When from their Native Station they're removed. 
He faw the Foul Ingratitude of thofe. 
Who would the Labours of His Love oppofe \ 
And reap no Benefit by all His Agonies. 
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How wicked Mercenary Hands, 
Dare to invade Him whom they fhould adore ; 
With Swords and Staves, encompaff'd round He 

ftands. 
Who knew no other Guards but thofe of Heaven 

before. 
Once with His powerful breath He, did repell 
The Rude Affaults of Hell. 
A ray of His Divinity 
Shot forth with that bold Anfwer, I am He : 
They Reel and Stagger, and Fall to the Ground ; 
For God was in the Sound. 
The Voice of God was once again. 
Walking in the Garden, heard : 
And once again, was by the Guilty Hearers feared : 
Trembling feiz'd every Joint, and Chilnefs every Vein, 
This little Vidlory He won, 

Shew'd what He could have done. 
But He to whom as Chief was given. 
The whole Militia of Heaven, 

That Mighty He, 
Declines all Guards for His Defence, 
But that of His infeparable Innocence ; 
And quietly gives up His Liberty. 
He's feiz'd on by the Military Bands, 

With Cords they Bind His Sacred Hands: 
But ah ! how Weak, What Nothings would they prove, 
Were He not held by ftronger Ones of Love. 
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Once more, my weary'd Mufe, thy Pinions Try, 

And reach the Top of Calvary. 
A fteep Afcent : But moft to Him who bore 
The Burthen of a Crofs this Way before. 
(The Crofs afcends, there's fometbing in it fure 

That Moral is and Myflical ; 
No Heights of Fortune are from thee fecure, 
Affliftions fometimes Climb, as well as Fall.) 
Here Breathe a while, and view 
The dolefuirft Picture Sorrow ever Drew : 

The Lord of Life, Heavens Darling Son, 
The Great, th' Almighty One, 
With out-ftretch'd Arms, nail'd to a Curfed Tree, 
Crown'd with Sharp Thorns, Cover'd with Infamy : 

He who before 
So many Miracles had done, 
The Lives of Others to reftore. 
Does with a greater, lofe His Own, 
Full Three long Hours His Tender Body did fuftain, 

Moft exquifite and poignant Pain, 
So long the Sympathizing Sun his Light withdrew. 
And wonder'd how the Stars their dying Lord could 
View. 

This ftrange defeft of Light, 
Does all the Sages in Aftronomy Affright, 
With Fears of an Eternal Night, 
Th' Intelligences in their Courfes Stray, 
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And Travellers below miftake their Way \ 
Wond'ring to be benighted in the midft of Day. 
Each Mind is feiz'd with Horror and Defpair, 
And more o'refpread with Darknefs than the Air. 

Fear on, 'tis Wondrous all and New ; 

*Tis what paft Ages never knew. 

Fear on, but yet you'll find. 

The great Eclipfe is ftill behind. 

The Luftre of the Face Divine, 
Does on the Mighty SufFerer no longer (hine. 

God hides His Glories from His fight. 
With a Thick Skreen made of Hell's grofleft Night. 

Clofe-wrought it was, and Solid, all 

Compacted and Subfiantial \ 
Impenetrable to the Beatifick light : 

Without Complaint, He bore 

The tortures He endur'd before ; 
But now, no longer able to Contain, 
Under the great Hyperbole of Pain, 
He Mourns, and with a ftrong Pathetick Cry, 
Laments the fad Defertion of the Deity. 

Here Stop, my Mufe, Stop and Admire, 
The Breather of all Life does now Expire : 
His Milder Father Summons Him away ; 
His Breath Obediently He does refign : 
Angels to Paradife His Soul convey ; 
And Calm the Reliftsof His GriefwithHymns Divine. 

yohn Norris. 
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XXXVII. 

** upon our Blefled Saviour's PafEon." 

|HE wakefull dawning haft's to fing 
The unknowne forrowes of our King. 
The Father's Word, and Wifdome, made 
Man, for Man, by Man's betray'd ; 
The World's Price fet to fale, and by the bold 
Merchants of Death and Sin, is bought and fold ; 
Of His beft friends (yea of Himfelfe) forfaken. 
By His worft foes (becaufe He would) betrayd and 
taken. 

The early Morne bluflies to fay 
It could not rife fo foon as they 
Call'd Pilat up ; to trie if he 
Could lend them any crueltic. 
Their hands with lafhes arm'd, their tongues with lyes. 
And lothfome fpittle blotts thofe beauteous eyes, 
The bliffeful fprings of joy, from whofe al-cheering ray 
The fair ftars fill their wakefull fires, the Sun himfelfe 
drinkes day. 

The third hour's deafn'd with the cry 
Of Crucify Him, Crucify. 
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So goes the Vote (nor afke them why ?) 
Live Barrabas and let God dye. 
But ther's wit in wrath, and they will try, 
A Halle more cruell then their Crucify, 
For while in fport He weares a fpitefuU Crown, 
The ferious fhowers along His decent face run fadly 
down. 

Now is the Noone of forrows Night, 
High is His patience as their fpight. 
For the faint Lambe, with weary limb, 
Beares that huge tree which muft beare Him ; 
That fatall plant, fo great of fame. 
The fruit of forrow and of fhame. 
Shall fwell with both for Him ; and mix 
All woes into one Crucifix. 
Is tortur'd thirfl it felf too Iweet a Cup ? 
Gall and more bitter Mocks, fhall make it up. 
Are nailes blunt Pens of fuperficiall fmart ? 
Contempt and Scorn can fend fure Wounds to fearch 
the inmofl heart. 

The ninth with awful horror hearkened to thofe groans 
Which taught attention even to rocks and flones. « 
Heare Father heare ! Thy Lamb at lafl complaines. 
Of fome more painefull thing than all His paines. 
Then bowes His all obedient head, and dyes 
His owne Love's and our great fins facrifice. 
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The Sun faw that, and would have feen no more ; 
The centre ihooke ; Her ufeleffe veile, th' inglorious 
Temple tore. 

But there were rocks could not relent at this, 
Lo, for their own hearts, they rend His, 
Their deadly hate lives ftill, and hath 
A wild referve of wanton wrath. 
Superfluous Speare ! but ther's a heart ftands by 
Will look no wounds be loft, no death's (hall dye ; 
Gather now thy griePs ripe fruit, great Mother-maid, 
Then fit thee down, and iing thine cvenfong in the 
fad tree's fhade. 



The Nightening howre comes at laft to call 
Us to our owne lives Funerall, 
A heartlefle tafke ! yet hope takes head. 
And lives in Him, that here lyes Dead : 
Run Mary run ! Bring hither all the Bleft 
Arabia, for thy Royal Phenix neft 5 
Power on thy nobleft fweetes, which when they touch 
This fweeter body (hall indeed be fuch. 
But muft Thy bed, Lord, be a borrow'd grave. 
Who lend'ft to all things all the life they have ? 
O, rather ufe this Heart, thus farre a fitter ftone, 
'Caufe though a hard, and cold one, yet it is Thine 
owne. Richard Crajhaw, 



io8 



PASSION WEEK. 



XXXVIII. 
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St. Mary and St. John. 
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EAD kindly Light, amid th' encircling 

gloom!" 
Where fball that Love immortal find a 
home, 

That never yet could drop her wing to reft 
Save in the fecret bofom of her God, 
When that fure ft ay beneath her feems to fail ? 
Then, like the dove pierced by the barbed fliaft. 
She feels the death-cold iron in her foul. 
Fluttering and half expiring ; and thofe plumes, 
With filver wings and feathers like to gold, 
That bore her on the bofom of the (ky, 
Themfelves are dyed in gore ; nor ferve to warm 
Her defolate cold heart, which all in vain 
Would from the tempeft flee and be at reft. 

'^ Lead kindly Light, amid th' encircling gloom ! " 
The nails that pierced Him on the bleeding Crofs 
Are in her bofom : yet on Love fhe leans, 
All tremblingly fuftained j Love holds her tight. 
Though faintly j Love holds up her tottering fteps. 



PASSION WEEK. 



109 



(C 



Lead, kindly Light, amid th* encircling gloom !" 
Within her bofom, lower than the abyfs 
Wherever moon or ftars could penetrate, 
Deep calls to deep ; where (he is pondering ftill 
In thoughts known to the Mother of our God. 
Now the loud Cry fbe heard at the dark noon 
Finds in her heart its echo ; faint fhe ftops : 
There is a drop of laft night's Agony 
Within her cup. Now He befide her path 
Hath fent His own good Angel \ on (he walks, 
Unutterable Peace, ftayed on her God. 



Lead, kindly Light, amid th* encircling gloom ! 
There is one home in this rude defert world 
Where peaceful Angels find the dearefl haunt 
They e'er have had in this wide univerfe 5 
Where Love hangs drooping, yet beneath defpair 
Hopes when all hope is loft ; and there amid 
The blackeft ftorm that e'er hath fill'd the world 
Refts ; her fure anchor fix'd within the vail. 

Ifaac Williams, 
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" Good Friday." 

|H more than merciful ! whofe bounty gave 
Thy guiltlefs felf to glut the greedy grave ! 
Whofe heart was rent to pay Thy people's 
price 5 
The great High-prieft at once and facrifice ! 
Help, Saviour, by Thy crofs and crimfon ftain, 
Nor let Thy glorious blood be fpilt in vain ! 

When fin with flowery garland hides her dart, 
When tyrant fdrce would daunt the finking heart, 
When flefhly luft aflails, or worldly care, 
Or the foul flutters in the fowlers fnare. 
Help, Saviour, by Thy crofs and crimfon ftain. 
Nor let Thy glorious blood be fpilt in vain ! 

And, chiefeft then, when Nature yields the ftrife. 
And mortal darknefs wraps the gate of life ; 
When the poor fpirit fi'om the tomb fet free. 
Sinks at Thy feet and lifts its hope to Thee, 
Help, Saviour, by Thy crofs and crimfon ftain, 
Nor let Thy glorious blood be fpilt in vain. 

Reginald Heber. 
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A Pnjcr for mankindc.^ 
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T God, whom wee -wA humble 



ElrmaB, Infinirr, Afani^itie Kii^ 
Whofe Dwd&iigs HciTcn trmfccnd, wfaofe ThroDC 

before 
ArchangeDs ferre, and Seraphmes doe fii^ ; 
Of noug^ who wiotight aD that with wondrii^ Eyes 
Wee doe behold within this ipacious Round, 
Who makes die Rockes to locke, to fland the Skies, 
At whofe coomiand Clouds dreadfidl Thunders found : 
Ah ! fpare us Wormes, wei^ not how wee (alas !) 
(Evill to our felves) againft thy Lawes rebell, 
Wafh off thofe Spots which ftill in Mindes clcare 

Glaffe 
(Though wee be loath to looke) wee fee too well. 
Deferv*d Revenge, O doe not doe not take, 
Doe Thou revenge what (hall abide Thy blow ? 
Paffe IhaU thU World, this World which Thou didft 

make, 
Which fhould not perifli till Thy Trumpet blow. 
What Soule is found whom Parents Crime not ftaines? 
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Or what with its owne Sinne deftaind is not ? 
Though Juftice Rigor threaten (ah) her Raines 
Let Mercy guide, and never bee forgot. 
Leffe are our Faults farre farre.than is Thy Love, 
O What can better feeme Thy Grace divine. 
Than They that plagues deferve Thy Bounty prove. 
And where Thou fhowre mayft Vengeance feare to 
Then looke and pittie, pittying forgive [fhine : 

Us guiltie Slaves or Servants, now in thrall. 
Slaves, if (alas) Thou looke how wee doe live ; 
Or doing ill Or doing nought at all \ 
Of an ungratefiiU Minde a foule Effeft ! 
But if Thy Giftes which amplie heretofore 
Thou haft upon us powr'd Thou doft refpeft. 
We are Thy Servants, nay, then Servants more ; 
Thy Children, yes, and Children dearely bought, 
But what ftrange Chance us of this Lot bereaves, 
Poore worthies Wights how lowlie are wee brought. 
Whom Grace made Children Sinne hath turned Slaves ? 
Sinne hath turn'd Slaves, but let thofe Bands Grace 

breake. 
That in our Wrongs Thy Mercies may appeare. 
Thy Wifedom not fo meane is, Pow'r fo weake, 
But thoufand wayes They can make Worlds Thee 

feare. 
O Wifedome boundleffe ! O miraculous Grace ! 
Grace, Wifdome which make winke dimme Reafbns 

£ye. 
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And could HeaYens King bring from His placelefle 

Place, 
On this ^;noble Stage of Care to die : 
To die our Death, and with the (acred Streame 
Of Bloud and Water, guifhing from His Side, 
To put awaj each odious ad and Blame, 
By us contrived, or our firft Parents Pride. 
Thus Thy great Love and Pitty (Heavenly King) 
Love, Pitty, which fo well our Lode prevent. 
Of Evill itfelfe (loe) could all Goodneffe bring. 
And fad Beginning cheare with glad Event. 
O Love and Pitty ! ill-knowne of thefe Times, 
O Love and Pittie ! careful! of our neede, 
O Boundes ! Which our execrable Crimes 
(How numberleffe) contend neere to exceed. 
Make this exceffive Ardour of Thy Love, 
So warme our Coldneffe, fo our Lives renew, 
That wee from Sinne, Sinne may from us remove, 
Wit may our will. Faith may our Wit fubdue. 
Let Thy pure Love bume up all worldly Luft, 
Hells pleafant Poifon killing our beft part. 
Which makes us joye in Toyes, adore fraile Duft 
Inftead of Thee, in Temple of our Heart. 
Grant when at laft our Soules thefe Bodies leave. 
Their loathfome Shops of Sinne, and Manfions blinde, 
And Doome before Thy royall Seat receave. 
They may a Saviour, not a Judge Thee finde. 

William Drummond, 
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XLI. 

The Sorrow of the World that 
worketh Death. 

[he graceleffe Traytour round about did 
looke, [met him, 

(He lok't not long, the Devill quickely 
To finde a halter, which he found, and tooke, 
Onely a gibbet nowe he needes muft get him. 
So on a withered tree he fairly fet him. 
And helpt him fit the rope, and in his thought 
A thoufand furies, with their whippes, he brought. 
So thear he ilands, ready to hell to make his vault. 

For him a waking bloodhound, yelling loude. 

That in his bofome long had fleeping layde, 

A guiltie Confcience, barking after bloude, 

Purfued eagerly, ne ever flai'd. 

Till the betrayers felfe it had betray'd. 

Oft chang'd he place, in hope away to winde, 

But change of place could never change his Minde, 

Himfelfe he flies to loofe, and followes for to finde. 

Thear is but two wayes for this foule to have. 
When parting from the body, forth it purges. 
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To flie to Heav'n, or fall into the grave, 
Where whippes of fcorpions, with the ftingingfcourges, 
Feed on the howling ghofts, and fierie furges 
Of brimftone rowle about the cave of night, 
Where flames doe burne, and yet no fparke of light, 
And fire both fries, and freezes the blafphemingfpright. 

Thear lies the captive foule, aye-fighing fore, 
Reckoning a thoufand yeares fince her firft bands. 
Yet ftaies not thear, but addes a thoufand more. 
And at another thoufand never ftands, 
But tells to them the ftarres, and heapes the fands. 
And now the ftarres are told, and fands are runne, 
And all thofe thoufand thoufand myriads done. 
And yet but now, alas ! but now all is begunne. 

With that a flaming brand a Furie catch't. 
And fhooke, and tofl it round in his wilde thought. 
So from his heart all joy, all comfort fnatch't, 
With every flarre of hope, and as he fought, 
(With prefent feare, and future griefe diflraught) 
To flie from his owne heart, and aide implore 
Of Him, the more He gives, that hath the more, 
Whofe florehoufe is the heavens, too little for His flore. 

Stay wretch on earth, cried Satan, refHes refl, 
Know'fl thou not Juflice lives in heav'n ; or can 
The worfl of creatures live among the befl ; 
Among the bleflTed Angels curfed man ? 
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Will ludas now become a Chriftian ? 
Whither will hopes long wings tranfport thy minde ; 
Or canft thou not thy felfe a finner finde ; 
Or cruell to thy felfe, wouldft thou have Mercie 
kinde ? 

He gave thee life : why fhouldft thou feeke to flay 

Him? 
He lent thee wealth : to feed thy avarice ? [Him ? 
He cal'd thee friend : what, that thou (houldft betray 
He kift thee, though He knew His life the price : 
He waflit thy feet : fhouldft thofe His facrifice ? 
He gave thee bread, and wine. His bodie, blood. 
And at thy heart to enter in He ftood, 
But then I entered in, and all my fnakie brood. 

As when wild Pentheus, growne madde with fear, 
Whole troups of hellifli haggs about him fpies. 
Two bloodie Sunnes ftalking the dufkie fphear. 
And two fold Thebes runs rowling in his eyes : 
Or through the fcene ftaring Oreftes flies, 
With eyes flung back upon his Mothers ghoft, 
That, with infernall ferpents all emboft. 
And torches quencht in blood, doth her ftern fonne 
accoft. 



Such horrid gorgeous, and misformed formes 
Of damned fiends, flew dauncing in his heart, 
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That now, unable to endure their ftormes, 

Flie, flie, he cries, thy felfe, what ere thou art, 

Hell, hell alreadie burnes in every part. 

So downe into his Torturers armes he fell. 

That readie ftood his funeralls to yell. 

And in a clowd of night to waft him quick to hell. 

Yet oft he fnatcht, and ftarted as he hung : 
So when the fenfes halfe enflumb'red lie. 
The headlong bodie, readie to be flung. 
By the deluding phanfie, from fome high, 
And craggie rock, recovers greedily. 
And clafps the yeelding pillow, halfe aileepe. 
And, as from heav'n it tombled to the deepe. 
Feels a cold fweat through every trembling member 
creepe. 

Thear let him hang, embowelled in blood, 
Whear never any gentle Sheapheard feed 
His blefTed flocks, nor ever heav'nly flood 
Fall on the curfed ground, nor holefome feed, 
That may the leaft delight, or pleafure breed : 
Let never Spring vifit his habitation. 
But nettles, kixe, and all the weedie nation. 
With emptie elders grow, fad fignes of defolation. 

Thear let the Dragon keepe his habitance. 
And ftinking karcafes be throwne avaunt, 
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Faunes, Sylvans, and deformed Satyrs daunce, 
Wild-cats, wolves, toads, and fhreechowles direly 

chaunt, 
Thear ever let fome reftles fpirit haunt. 
With hollow found, and clafliing cheynes, to fcarr 
The paffenger, and eyes like to the ftarr, 
That fparkles in the creft of angrie Mars afarr. 

Giles Fletcher. 



XLII. 




The Sepulchre of the Lord. 

|UT let the bleffed deawes for ever fhowr 
Upon that ground, in whofe faire fields I 
fpie 

The bloodie enfigne of our Saviour : 
Strange conqueft, whear the Conquerour muft die, 
And He is flaine, that winns the viftorie : 
But He, that living, had no houfe to owe it,* 
Now had no grave, but lofeph muft beftowe it, 
O runne ye Saints apace, and with fweete flowr*s 
beftrowe it. Giles Fletcher. 



* " Owe" — to poflefs, to hold. 

KichardforCs DiBionary, 
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" Sepulchre. 
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BLESSED bodie ! whither art Thou 

thrown ? 
No lodging for Thee, but a cold, hard ftone ? 
So many hearts on earth, and yet not one 

Receive Thee ? 



Sure there is room within our hearts good ftore ; 
For they can lodge tranfgreflions by the fcore : 
Thoufands of toyes dwell there, yet out of doore 

They leave Thee. 

But that which fhews them large, fhews them unfit. 
Whatever finne did this pure rock commit. 
Which holds Thee now ? Who hath indited it 

Of murder ? 



Where our hard hearts have took up ftones to brain 

Thee, 
And, miiSng this, moft felfly did arraigne Thee \ 
Only thefe ftones in quiet entertain Thee, 

And order. 
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And as of old, the law by heav'nly art 
Was writ in ftone ; fo Thou, which alfo art 
The letter of the word, find'ft no fit heart 

To hold Thee. 

Yet do we ftill perfift as we began, 
And fo fhould periih, but that nothing can. 
Though it be cold, hard, foul, from loving man 

Withhold Thee. 
George Herbert. 



XLIV. 



Hymne dilated, after a vifit to the 
Temple of Chrifts Sepulchre. 

|AVI0UR of mankind, man, Emanuel, 
Who finleffe died for Sin, who vanquiflit 
Hell, 

The firft fruits of the Grave, whofe life did give 
Light to our darknes : in whofe death we live. 
O ftrengthen Thou my faith, cor reft my will. 
That mine may Thine obey : proteft me ftill. 
So that the latter death may not devour 
My foule feal'd with Thy Seale. So in the houre 
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When Thou, whofe body fanclified this Tombe, 
(Unjuftly judg'd) a glorious Judge (halt come 
To judge the Worid with luftice : by that figne 
I may be known and entertained for Thine. 

George Sandys. 
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" Faith above Reafon. 
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JOULE, which to Hell waft thrall, 

Hee, Hee for thine offence. 

Did fuffer Death, who could not die at all. 
O foveraigne Excellence, 
O Life of all that lives, 
Eternall Bounty which each good thing gives. 
How could Death mount fo hie ? 
No wit this hight can reach. 
Faith only doth us teach, 
For us Hee died, at all who could not dye. 

William Drummond. 
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" Buriall. 
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THOU ! the firft fruits of the dead, 

And their dark bed, 
When I am caft into that deep 
And fenfelefs fleep, 
The wages of my finne, 

O then, 
Thou great Preferver of all men, 
Watch o're that loofe 
And empty houfe. 
Which I fometimes liv'd in ! 

It is in truth a ruin'd peece. 

Not worth Thy Eyes ; 
And fcarce a room, but wind and rain 

Beat through and ftain 
The Seats, and Cells within ; 

Yet thou 
Led by Thy Love wouldft ftoop thus low. 

And in this Cott, 

All Filth and Spott, 
Didft with Thy fervant Inne. 
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And nothing can, I hourely fee, 

Drive Thee from me. 
Thou art the fame, faithfull and juft, 

In Life or Duft. 
Though then thus crumm'd I ftray 

In blafts, 
Or Exhalations, and wafts, 

Beyond all Eyes 

Yet Thy love fpies 
That Change, and knows Thy Clay. 



The World's Thy boxe : how then, there toft. 

Can I be loft ? 
But the delay is all ; Tyme now 

Is old and flow ; 
His wings are dull and fickly. 

Yet he 
Thy fervant is, and waits on Thee. 
Cutt then the fumme. 
Lord, hafte. Lord, come, 
O come. Lord Jefus, quickly ! 

Henry Vaughan, 
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" Eafter Eve. 
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*' Zech. ix. II. 
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|T length the worft is o'er, and Thou art 
laid 
Deep in Thy darkfome bed ; 
And ftill and cold beneath yon dreary ftone 

Thy facred form is gone ; 
Around Thofe lips where power and mercy hung, 

The dews of death have clung ; 
The dull earth o'er Thee, and Thy foes around. 
Thou fleep'ft a filent corfe, in funeral fetters wound. 



Sleep*ft Thou indeed ? or is Thy fpirit fled, 

At large among the dead ? 
Whether in Eden bowers Thy welcome voice 

Wake Abraham to rejoice. 
Or in fome drearier fcene Thine eye controuls 

The thronging band of fouls ; 
That, as Thy blood won earth. Thine agony 
Might fet the (hadowy realm from fin and forrow free. 




%^t (Cntombmtnt. 
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Where'er Thou roam'ft, one happy foul, we know, 

Seen at Thy fide in woe. 
Waits on Thy triumph — even as all the bleft 

With him and Thee fliall reft. 
Each on his crofs, by Thee we hang awhile. 

Watching Thy patient fmile. 
Till we have learn'd to fay, " 'Tis juftly done. 
Only in glory. Lord, Thy finful fervant ownJ 
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Soon wilt Thou take us to Thy tranquil bower 

To reft one little hour. 
Till Thine ele£l are number'd, and the grave 

Call Thee to come and fave : 
Then on Thy bofom borne fliall we defcend. 

Again with earth to blend. 
Earth all refin'd with bright fupernal fires, 
TincSur'd with holy blood, and wing'd with pure 
defires. 



Meanwhile with every fon and faint of Thine 

Along the glorious line. 
Sitting by turns beneath Thy facred feet 

We'll hold communion fweet. 
Know them by look and voice, and thank them all 

For helping us in thrall. 
For words of hope and bright examples given 
To fhew through moonlefs fkies that there is light 
in Heaven. 
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O come that day, when in this reftlefe heart 

Earth fliall refign her part, 
When in the grave with Thee my limbs fhall reft. 

My foul with Thee be bleft ! 
But ftay, prefumptuous — Chrift with thee abides 

In the rock's dreary fides : 
He from the ftone will wring celeftial dew 
If but the prifoner's heart be faithful found and true. 

When tears are fpent, and thou art left alone 

With ghofts of bleffings gone, 
Think thou art taken from the crofe, and laid 

In Jefus' burial fliade ; 
Take Mofes' rod, the rod of prayer, and call 

Out of the rocky wall 
The fount of holy blood ; and lift on high 
Thy grovelling foul that feels fo defolate and dry. 

Prifoner of Hope thou art — look up and fing 

In hope of promiPd fpring. 
As in the pit his fether's darling lay 

Befide the defert way. 
And knew not how, but knew his God would fave 

Even from that living grave. 
So, buried with our Lord, we'll clofe our eyes 
To the decaying world, till Angels bid us rife. 

yohn Keble. 
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Hope in the Refurreftion. 




HROUGH forrow's night, and danger's 
path, 
Amid the deepening gloom. 
We foldiers of an injured King, 
Are marching to the tomb. 



There, when the turmoil is no more, 
And all our powers decay, 

Our cold remains in folitude 
Shall fleep the years away. 

Our labours done, fecurely laid 
In this our laft retreat. 

Unheeded, o'er our filent duft 
The ftorms of life fliall beat. 



Yet not thus lifelefs, thus inane. 

The vital fpark fliall lie. 
For o'er life's wreck that fpark fliall rife. 

To fee its kindred flcy. 
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Thefe afhes too, this little duft, 
Our Father's care {hall keep, 

TiU the laft angel rife, and break 
The long and dreary fleep. 

Then love's foft dew o'er every eye, 

Shall fhed its mildeft rays. 
And the long filent duft fhaU burft 

With fhouts of endlefe praife. 

Henry Kirke White. 
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Part III. 
The Refurredion of our Bleffed Lord. 

{Eajier Day.) 

|Y heart is glad, and my glory rejoiceth : 
My flefh alfo fliall reft in hope. 
For thou wilt not leave my foul in hell ; 
Neither wilt thou fufFer thine Holy One to fee corruption. 

Ps. xvi. 9, 10. 

O death, where is thy fting ? 

O grave, where is thy viftory ? 

The fting of death is fin ; 

And the ftrength of fin is the law. 

But thanks be to God, which giveth us 

The vicSory through our Lord Jefus Chrift. 

I Cor. XV. 55 — 57. 




Introdu6tion. 



I. 



*' Chrifts Vidory/^ 



IHRIST when He dy'd 
Deceiv*d the croffe, 
And on death's fide 
Threw all the lofle ; 
The captive world awak't and found 
The Prifoners loofe, the laylor bound. 




O deare and fweet dilute 

*Twixt death's and love's far different fruite. 

Different as farre 

As Antidots and Poyfons are : 

By the firft fatall Tree 

Both life and libertie 

Were fold and flaine, 

By this they both looke up, and live againe. 
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O ftrange mjrfterious ftrife, 
Of open death and hidden life ! 
When on the croffe my King did bleed. 
Life feemM to dye, Death dyM indeed. 

Richard Crajhaw, 



II. 



" The bodie is buried but fhall be raifed 



up againe at the lad day. 
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|lLLOR of Faith, Bafis of bliffe, 
of true religion fure fupporter : 
The pointe of Refurreftion is, 
in death it is the chiefe comforter. 
If this do fall, all faith may &ile, 

what article doth us refrefh : 
When life and health, and ftrength doth quaile : 
the Refurreftion of the flefli. 



Our bones fhall blofTom as the grafTe, 
we fhall be raifed out of dufl : 

The bodie that before-time was, 
by power of Chrift's fpirit rife it mufl. 

The firfl fruit*s Chrifl, the head is raiPd, 
the members fhall the fame likewife : 



INTRODUCTION. 
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The Lord God for the fame be praiPd 

we know that we fhall alfo rife. 
If head above the water bee, 

how can the body then be drowned : 
We fliall arife and Jefus fee, 

and with Him fhall be kingly crowned. 

IVilliam Leighton. 



III. 
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An Eafter Hymn. 
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WAKE, thou wintry earth, 
Fling off thy fadnefs ^ 
Fair vernal flowers, laugh forth 
Your ancient gladnefs : 

Chrift is rifen. 



Wave, woods, your blofToms all, 

Grim death is dead ; 
Ye weeping fuperal trees. 

Lift up your head : 

Chrift is rifen. 

Come, fee, the graves are green ; 
It is light 'y let's go 
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Where our loved ones reft 
In hope below : 

Chrift is rifen. 

All is frefli and new, 

Full of fpring and light ; 
Wintry heart, why wear'ft the hue 

Of fleep and night ? 

Chrift is rifen. 

Leave thy cares beneath, 

Leave thy worldly love ; 
Begin the better life 

With God above : 

Chrift is rifen. 

Thomas Blackburn, 

From " Hymns and Poems 

for the Sick and Suffering/* 




Part III. 

I. 
" An Hymne of the Refurredtion, 
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|ISE from thofe fragrant Climes thee now 
embrace, 
Unto this world of ours O hafte thy Race, 
Faire Sunne, and though contrary-wayes all yeare 
Thou hold thy courfe, now with the higheft Spheare 
loyne thy fwift Wheeles, to haften time that lowres, 
And lazie Minutes turne in perfed Houres ; 
The Night and Death too long a league have made, 
To flow the world in Horrors ugly fliade. 
Shake from thy Lockes a Day with fafFron Rayes 
So fsLirCj that it outfhine all other dayes ; 
And yet doe not prefume (great Eye of light) 
To be that which this Day fhall make fo bright : 
See an etemall Sunne haftes to arife, 
Not from the Eafterne blufhing Seas or Skies, 
Or any ftranger Worlds Heavens Concaves have, 
But from theDarknefie of an hollow Grave : 
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And this is that all powerfull Sunne above, [move. 
That crownd thy Browes with Rayes, firft made thee 
Lights Trumpetters, yee neede not from your Bowres 
Proclaime this Day, this the angelike Powres 
Have done for you ; But now an opall hew 
Bepaintes Heavens Chriftall to the longing view 
Earths late hid Colours glance, Light doth adorne 
The World, and (weeping loy) foorth comes the 

Morne ; 
And with her, as from a Lethargicke Tranfe 
Breath (com'd again) that Bodie doth advance. 
Which two fed Nights in rocke lay coffin'd dead, 
And with an iron Guard invironed. 
Life out of Death, Light out of DarknefTe fprings. 
From a bafe Jaile foorth comes the King of kings ; 
What late was mortall, thrall'd to every woe. 
That lackeyes life, or upon fence doth grow, 
Immortall is, of an eternall Stampe, 
Farre brighter beaming than the morning Lampe. 
So from a blacke Ecclipfe out-peeres the Sunne : 
Such (when a huge of Dayes have on her runne. 
In a ferre foreft in the pearly Eaft, 
And fhee her felfe hath burnt and fpicie Neft) 
The lonlie Bird with youthfuU Pennes and Combe, 
Doth foare from out her Cradle and her Tombe : 
So a fmall feede that in the Earth lies hidde 
And dies, reviving burftes her cloddie Side, 
Adorn'd with yellow Lockes, of new is borne. 
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And doth become a Mother great with Corne ; 

Of Graines bring hundreths with it, which when old 

Enrich the Furrowes with a Sea of Gold. 

Haile holy ViSor, greateft Viftor haile, 

That Hell doft ranfacke, againft Death prevaile, 

O how Thou long'd for comes ! with lubeling cries 

The all-triumphing Palladines of Skies 

Salute Thy riling ; Earth would loyes no more 

Beare, if Thou riling didft them not reftore : 

A filly Tombe fhould not His ilelh enclofe, 

Who did Heavens trembling Tarafles difpofe 

No Monument fhould fuch a lewell hold, 

No Rocke, though Rubye, Diamond, and Gold. 

Thou onely pittie didft us, humane Race, 

Beftowing on us of Thy free given Grace 

More than wee forfeited and loofed firft, 

In Edens Rebell when wee were accurft. 

Then Earth our portion was. Earths loyes but given. 

Earth and Earths BlifTe Thou haft exchang'd with 

Heaven. 
O what a hight of good upon us ftreames 
From the great fplendor of Thy Bounties Beames ! 
When wee deferv'd fliame, horrour, flames of wrath. 
Thou bled our wounds, and fufFer didft our Death ; 
But Fathers Juftice pleaPd, Hell, Death o'rcome. 
In triumph now Thou rifeft from Thy Tombe, 
With Glories which paft Sorrowes countervaile, 
Haile holy Viftor, greateft Viftor haile. 
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The World that wanning late and faint did lie. 
Applauding to our joyes Thy Vidorie, 
To a young Prime eflayes to tume againe. 
And as ere (byl'd with Sinne yet to remaine. 
Her chilling Agues fhee beginnes to mifle. 
All BlifTe returning with the Lord of Bliile. 
With greater light Heavens Temples opened fhine, 
Mornes finiling rife. Evens blufliing doe decline, 
Cloudes dappled glifter, boifterous Windes are calme. 
Soft Zephires doe the Fields with fighes embalme. 
In ammell blue the Sea hath hufht his Roares, 
And with enamour'd Curies doth Idfle the Shoares. 
All-bearing Earth, lijce a new-married Queene, 
Her Beauties hightenes, in a Gowne of Greene 
Perfumes the Aire, Her Meades are wrought with 

Flowres, 
In colours various, figures, fmelling, powres ; 
Trees wanton in the Groves with leavie Lockes, 
Her Hilles empampred fland, the Vales, the Rockes 
Ring Peales of joy, her Floods, her chriflall Brookes 
(The Meadowes tongues) with many maz-like 

Crookes, 
And whifpering murmures, found unto the Maine, 
That Worlds pure Age returned is againe. 
The honny People leave their golden Bowres, 
And innocently pray on budding Flowres ; 
In gloomy Shades, pearcht on the tender Sprayes, 
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The painted Singers fill the Aire with Layes : 
Seas, Floods, Earth, Aire, all diverflie doe found. 
Yet all their diverfe Notes have but one ground, 
Re-ecchoed here downe fi'om Heavens azure Vaile, 
Haile holy Viftor, greateft Vidor haile. 
O Day ! on which Deathes Adamantine Chaine 
The Lord did breake, ranfacking Satans Raigne, 
And in triumphing Pompe His Trophees rear'd. 
Bee thou bleft ever, hence foorth ftill endear'd 
With Name of His owne Day ; the Law to Grace, 
Types to their Subftance yeelde, to thee give place 
The olde New-Moones, with all feftivall Dayes, 
And what above the reft deferveth praife 
The reverent Saboth ; what could elfe they bee. 
Than golden Heraulds, telling what by thee 
Wee fhould enjoy ? Shades paft, now fhinethou cleare. 
And hence foorth bee thou Empreffe of the Yeare ; 
This Glorie of thy Sifters fix to winne. 
From worke on thee, as other Dayes fi'om finne, 
That Man-kind fhall forbeare, in everie place 
The Prince of Planets warmeth in his race ; 
And farre beyond his Pathes in frozen Climes : 
And may thou bee fo bleft to out-date Times, 
That when Heavens Quire fhall blaze in accents lowd, 
The manie mercies of their foveraigne Good, 
How Hee on thee did Sinne, Death, Hell deftroy. 
It may bee aye the Antheme of their loy. 

William Drummond. 
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II. 



** Chrifts Triumph after Death. 
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|UT now the fecond Morning, from her 
bowre, 
Began to gliften in her beames, and nowe 
The rofes of the day began to flowre 

In th' eafterne garden ; for heav'ns finiling browe 
Halfe infolent for ioy begunne to fhowe : 
The early Sunne came lively dauncing out, 
And the bragge lambes ranne wantoning about. 
That heav'n, and earth might feeme in tryumph both 
to fhout. 



Th' engladded Spring, forgetfull now to wecpe. 

Began t' eblazon from her leavie bed, 
The waking fwallowe broke her halfe-yeares fleepe, 
And everie bufh lay deepely purpured 
With violets, the woods late-wintry head 
Wide flaming primrofes fet all on fire. 
And his bald trees put on their grcene attire. 
Among whofe infent leaves the joyeous birds confpire. 

And now the taller Sonnes (whom Titan warmes) 
Of unfliorne mountaines, blownewitheafiewindes, 
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Dandled the mornings childhood in their armes, 
And, if they chanc't to flip the prouder pines, 
The under Corylets did catch the fhines, 
To guild their leaves, fawe never happie yeare 
Such joyful! triumph, and triumphant cheare. 
As though the aged world anew created wear. 

Say, Earth, why haft thou got thee new attire. 

And ftick'ft thy habit full of dazies red ? 
Seems that thou doeft to fome high thought afpire. 
And fome newe-found-out Bridegroome mean'ft 

to wed : 
Tell me, ye Trees, fo frefh apparelled. 
So never let the fpitefuU Canker waft you. 
So never let the heav'ns with lightening blaft you. 
Why goe you now fo trimly dreft, or whither haft 
you? 



Anfwer me, lordan, why thy crooked tide 
So often wanders from his neereft way. 

As though fome other way thy ftreame would flide. 
And faine falute the place where fomething lay ? 
And you fweete birds, that, fliaded from the ray. 

Sit carolling, and piping griefe away. 

The while the lambs to heare you daunce, and play. 

Tell me, fweete birds, what is it you fo feine would 
fav? . 
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And thou faire Spoufe of Earth, that everie yeare, 

Gett'ft fuch a numerous ifliie of thy bride, 
How chance thou hotter fhin'ft, and draw'ft more 
neere ? 
Sure thou fomewhear fome worthie fight haft fpide, 
That in one place for joy thou canft not bide : 
And you, dead Swallowes, that fo lively now 
Through the flit aire your winged paflTage rowe, 
How could new life into your frozen afhes flowe ? 

Ye Primrofes, and purple violets. 

Tell me, why blaze ye from your leavie bed. 
And wooe mens hands to rent you from your fets, 
As though you would fomewhear be carried, 
With frefh perfumes, and velvets garnifhed ? 
But ah, I neede not afke, t*is furely fo. 
You all would to your Saviours triumphs goc, 
Thear would ye all awaite, and humble homage doe. 

Thear fhould the Earth herfelfe, with garlands newe 

And lovely flowrs embellifhed adore. 
Such rofes never in her garland grewe, 
Such lillies never in her breft fhe wore, 
Like beautie never yet did fhine before : 
Thear fhould the Sunne another Sunne behold. 
From whence himfelfe borrowes his locks of gold. 
That kindle heav'n, and earth with beauties manifold. 
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There might the violet, and primrofe fweet 
Beames of more lively and more lovely grace, 

Arifing from their beds of incenfe meet ; 

Thear fhould the Swallowe fee newe life embrace 
Dead afhes, and the grave unheale his face,* 

To let the living from his bowels creepe, 

Unable longer his own dead to keepe : 

Thear heav*n, and earth fliould fee their Lord awake 
from fleepe. 

Their Lord, before by others judg'd to die, 
Nowe ludge of all Himfelfe, before forfaken 

Of all the world, that from His aide did ilie. 
Now by the Saints into their armies taken. 
Before for an unworthie man miftaken, 

Nowe worthy to be God confeft, before 

With blafphemies by all the bafeft tore. 

Now worfhipped by Angels, that Him lowe adore. 

Whofe garments was before indipt in blood, 
But now, imbright'ned into heav'nly flame. 

The Sun it felfe outglitters, though he fhould 
Climbe to the toppe of the celeftiall frame. 
And force the ftarres go hide themfelves for fhame : 

* ** Unheale — ^uncover." 

KichardforCs DiSiionary. 
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Before that under earth was burled, 
But nowe above the heav'ns is carried, 
And thear for ever by the Angels heried.* 

Giles Fletcher. 



III. 

** Refurredtion. 
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JLEEP fleep old Sunne, thou canft not have 
repaft [laft ; 

As yet, the wound thou took'ft on friday 
Sleep then and reft ; The world may beare thy ftay, 
A better Sunne rofe before thee to day, 
Who, not content to enlighten all that dwell 
On the earths face, as thou, enlightned hell. 
And made the darke fires languifh in that vale, 
As at thy prefence here, our fires grow pale. 
Whofe body having walk'd on earth, and now 
Hafting to Heaven, would, that He might allow 
Himfelfe unto all ftations, and fill all. 
For thefe three dayes become a minerall ; 
Hee was all gold when He lay downe, but rofe 
All tin£lure, and doth not alone difpofe 



* " Hery — praife, celebrate." 

RichardfotCs DiBionary, 
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Leaden and iron wils to good, but is 
Of power to make even finfuU flefli like His, 
Had one of thofe, whofe credulous pietie 
Thought, that a Soule one might difcerne and fee 
Goe from a body, at this fepulcher beene. 
And, iffuing from the fheet, this body feene, 
Hee would have juftly thought this body a foule. 
If, not of any man, yet of the whole. 

" Defunt caetera." 

yohn Donne, 
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IV. 

" The Refurredtion, 



» 




I HE fetting orb of night her level ray 
Shed o'er the land, and on the dewy fward 
The lengthened fliadows of the triple crofs 
Were laid far ftretched, — when in the eaft arofe, 
Laft of the ftars, day's harbinger : no found 
Was heard, fave of the watching foldier's foot : 
Within the rock-barred fepulchre, the gloom 
Of deepeft midnight brooded o'er the dead. 
The Holy One : but lo ! a radiance faint 
Began to dawn around His facred brow : 
The linen vefture feemed a fnowy wreath, 
Drifted by ftorms into a mountain cave : 
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Bright and more bright the circling halo beamed 
Upon that face, clothed in a fmile benign. 
Though yet exanimate. Nor long the reign 
Of death ; the eyes that wept for human griefe 
Unclofe, and look around with confcious joy. 
Yes ; with returning life, the firft emotion 
That glow'd in Jefus' breaft of love, was joy 
At man's redemption, now complete ; at death 
Difarmed ; the grave transformed into the couch 
Of faith ; the refurreftion and the life, 
Majeftical He rofe : trembled the earth ; 
The ponderous gate of ftone was rolled away ; 
The keepers fell ; the angel, awe-ftruck, funk 
Into invifibility, while forth 
The Saviour of the world walked, and flood 
Before the fepulchre, and viewed the clouds 
Empurpled glorious by the rifing fun. 

James Grahame. 



v, 

" Eafter/^ 

ISE heart; thy Lord is rifen. Sing His praife 

Without delayes, [wife 
Who takes thee by the hand, that thou like- 

With Him mayfl rife : 
That as His death calcined thee to dufl. 
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His life may make thee gold, and much more juft. 

Awake, my lute, and ftruggle for thy part 

With all thy art. 

The crofs taught all wood to refound His name. 

Who bore the fame. 
# « « # 

Confort both heart and lute, and twift a fong 

Pleafant and long : 

Or fince all n\ufick is but three parts vied 

And multiplied ; 

Oh, let Thy bleffed Spirit bear a part. 

And make up our defefts with His fweet art. 

I got me flowers to ftraw Thy way ; 

I got me boughs off many a tree : 
But Thou waft up by break of day. 

And brought'ft Thy Sweets along with Thee. 

The Sunne arifing in the Eaft, 

Tho* he give light, and th* Eaft perfume ; 
If they fhould ofFer to conteft 

With Thy arifing, they prefumc. 

Can there be any day but this. 

Though many funnes to fliine endeavour ? 
We count three hundred, but we mifTe : 

There is but one, and that one, ever, 

George Herbert. 





Sonnet Ixviii. 

lOST glorious Lord of Lyfe that on this Day, 
Did'ft make Thy Triumph over Death 
and Sin ; 

And having harrow'd Hell, didft bring away 
Captivity thence Captive, us to win : 
This joyous Day, deare Lord, with loy begin ; 
And grant that wee for whom Thou diddeft dy, 
Being with Thy deare Blood clene waflit from Sin, 
May live for ever in Felicity ! 
And that Thy love we weighing worthily 
May likewife love Thee for the fame again 
And for Thy fake, that all lyke deare, didft buy. 
With Love may one another entertayne ! 
So let us love, deare Love, lyke as we ought : 
Love is the Leflbn which the Lord us taught. 

Edmund Spenfer. 
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VII. 



*' Upon Eafter Day. 
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|ISE heire of frefh eternity 

From Thy virgin Tombe, 
Rife mighty man of wonders, and Thy 
world with Thee, 
Thy Tombe the univerfall Eaft 

Natures new wombe, 
Thy tombe faire immortalities perfumed Neft. 

Of all the glories make Noone gay. 

This is the Morne, 
This Rock buds forth the fountaine of the ftreames 

of Day, 
In joyes white annalls lives this howre 

When life was borne. 
No cloud fcoule on His radiant lids, no tempeft lower. 

Life, by this light's Nativity 

All creatures have. 
Death onely by this Dayes juft doome is forc*t to Dye 
Nor is Death forc't ; for may he ly 

Thron'd in Thy Grave 
Death will on that condition be content to dye. 

Richard Crajhaw. 



150 



PASSION WEEK. 



VIII. 



" The Refurreclion. 
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P, and away, 

Thy Saviour's gone before. 

Why doft thou ftay, 
Dull foule, behold the doore 
Is open, and His precept bids thee rife, 
Whofe pow*r hath vanquifht all thine enemies. 
Say not, I live, 

Whilft in the grave thou ly'ft. 
He that doth give 

Thee life, would have thee prize't 
More highly then to keep it bury'd, where 
Thou canft not make the fruit of it appeare. 
Is rottennefle 

And duft fo pleafant to thee. 
That happinnefle 
And heaven cannot wooe thee 
To fliake thy fhackles off, and leave behind thee 
Thofe fetters, which to death and hell did bind thee ? 
In vain thou fay'ft 
Th' art bury'd with thy Saviour, 
If thou delay'ft 
To (hew, by thy behaviour. 
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That thou art rifen with Him. Till thou fliine 
Like Him, how canft thou fay His light is thine ? 
Early He rofe, 

And with Him brought the day, 
Which all thy foes 

Frighted out of the way. 
And wilt thou fluggard-like turn in thy bed, 
Till noon-fun beams draw up thy drowfie head ? 
Open thine eyes, 

Sin-feiled foule, and fee 
What cobweb tyes 
They are that trammell thee. 
Not profits, pleafures, honours as thou thinkeft ; 
But lofle, pain, fhame, at which thou vainly winkeft. 
All that is good 
Thy Saviour dearly bought. 
With His hearts blood. 
And it muft there be fought, 
Where He keeps refidence that rofq^this day. 
Linger no longer then : up and away, 

Chrijiopher Harvey, 
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IX. 
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Eafter Day." 




HAT glorious light ! 
How bright a Sun after fo fad a night 
Does now begin to dawn ! Bleff'd were 
thofe eyes 

That did behold 
This Sun when He did firft unfold 
His glorious beams and now begin to rife : 
It was the holy tender Sex 

That faw the firft ray : 
Saint Peter and the other, had the reflex, 

The fecond glimpfe o' th' day. 
Innocence had the firft, and he 
That fled, and then did penance, next did fee 
The glorious Sun of Righteoufiiefs 

In His new drefs 
Of triumph, immortality, and blifs. 
O deareft God preferve our fouls 

In holy innocence ; 
Or if we do amifs, 
Make us to rife again to th' life of Grace, 
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That we may live with Thee and fee Thy glorious 
face, 

The Crown of holy Penitence, 

Allelujah. 
yeremy Taylor, 



X. 




" Eafter Day." 

St. Luke XXIV. 5, 6. 

H ! day of days ! fhall hearts fet free 
No " minftrel rapture** find for thee ? 
Thou art the Sun of other days, 
They fhine by giving back thy rays : 

Enthroned in thy fovereign fphere 
Thou (hedd'ft thy light on all the year : 
Sundays by thee more glorious break, 
An Eafter Day in every week : 

And week-days, following in their train. 
The fiilnefs of thy bleffing gain, 
Till all, both refting and employ. 
Be one Lord's day of holy joy. 
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Then wake, my foul, to high defires. 
And earlier light thine altar iires : 
The World fome hours is on her way, 
Nor thinks on thee, thou blefled day : 

Or, if fhe think, it is in fcorn : 
The vernal light of Eafter morn 
To her dark gaze no brighter feems 
Than Reafon's or the Law's pale beams. 

** Where is your Lord ?" fhe fcornfid a(ks : 
** Where is His hire ? we know His talks ; 
** Sons of a King ye boaft to be ; 
** Let us your crowns and treafures fee." 

We in the words of Truth reply, 
(An angel brought them from the (ky) 
** Our crown, our treafure is not here, 
** *Tis ftor'd above the higheft fphere : 

" Methinks your wifdom guides amifs, 
** To feek on earth a Chriftian's blifs ; 
" We watch not now the lifelefs ftone ; 
" Our only Lord is rifen and gone." 



Yet even the lifelefs ftone is dear 

For thoughts of Him who late lay here ; 
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And the bafe world, now Chrift hath died, 
Ennobled is and glorified. 

No more a charnel-houfe, to fence 
The relics of loft innocence, 
A vault of ruin and decay j — 
Th' imprifoning ftone is rolPd away : 

*Tis now a cell, where angels ufe 
To come and go with heavenly news. 
And in the ears of mourners fay, 
** Come, fee the place where Jefus lay :" 

'Tis now a fane, where Love can find 
Chrift every where embalmed and (hrin'd ; 
Aye, gathering up memorials fweet, 
Where'er fhe fets her duteous feet. 

Oh ! joy to Mary firft allow'd, 
When rouPd from weeping o'er His fhroud, 
By His own calm, foul-foothing tone, 
Breathing her name, as ftill His own ! 

Joy to the faithful Three renew'd. 
As their glad errand they purfued ! 
Happy, who fo Chrift's word convey. 
That He may meet them on their way ! 
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So is it ftill : to holy tears, 
In lonely hours, Chrift rifen appears : 
In focial hours, who Chrift would fee, 
Muft turn all talks to Charity. 

yohn Keble. 



XI. 



Eafter Hymn. 

|HRIST the Lord is riPn to-day, 
Sons of men and angels (ay : 
Raife your joys and triumphs high, 

Sing ye Heavens, and Earth reply. 

Love's redeeming work is done. 

Fought the fight, the battle won ; 

Lo ! the fun's eclipfe is o'er ; 

Lo ! he fets in blood no more. 




Vain the ftone, the watch, the feal ; 
Chrift hath burft the gates of hell : 
Death in vain forbids His rife ; 
Chrift hath open'd Paradife. 
He is rifen, glorious King ! 
Where O Death is now thy fting? 
Once He died our fouls to fave j 
Where's thy vidory, boafting Grave ? 
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Soar we now where Chrift has led. 
Following our exalted Head : 
Made like Him, like Him we rife. 
Cur's the crofe, the grave, the ikies. 
Hail, Thou Lord of earth and heav*n ; 
Praife to Thee, by both be giv*n ! 
Thee we greet triumphant now j 
Hail, the Reliirredion Thou ! 

yohn Rippon*s Collegian. 



XII. 



St. John XX. 29. 




IE were not by when Jefus came. 
But round us^ far and near. 
We fee His trophies, and His name 
In choral echoes hear. 
In a fair ground our lot is caft. 
As in the folemn week that pafl. 
While fome might doubt, but all ador'd 
Ere the whole widow'd Church had feen her rifen 
Lord. 



Slowly, as then. His bounteous hand 
The golden chain unwinds. 



IS8 



PASSION WEEK. 



Drawing to Heaven with gentleft band 

Wife hearts and loving minds. 
Love fought Him firft, at dawn of morn 
From her fad couch fhe fprang forlorn. 
She fought to weep with Thee alone, 
And faw Thine open grave, and knew that Thou 
wert gone. 



Reafon and Faith at once fet out 

To fearch the Saviour's tomb ; 
Faith fafter runs, but waits without. 

As fearing to prefume. 
Till Reafon enter in, and trace 
Chrift's relics round the holy place — 
" Here lay His limbs, and here His facred head, 
And who was by, to make His new forfaken bed ? '* 

Both wonder, one believes — but while 

They mufe on all at home. 
No thought can tender Love beguile 

From Jefus' grave to roam. 
Weeping fhe flays till He appear. 
Her witnefs firfl the Church mufl hear. 
All joy to fouls that can rejoice 
With her at earliefl call of His dear gracious voice. 

Joy too to thofe, who love to talk 
In fecret how He died, 
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Though with feal'd eyes awhile they walk, 

Nor fee Him at their fide ; 
Moft like the faithful pair are they, 
Who once to Emmaus took their way, 
Half darkling, till their Matter fhed 
His glory on their fouls, made known in breaking 
bread. 

Thus, ever brighter and more bright, 

On thofe He came to fave 
The Lord of new-created light 

Dawn'd gradual from the grave : 
Till paff'd th' enquiring daylight hour, 
And with clof'd door in filent bower 
The Church in anxious mufing fate, 
As one who for redemption ftill had long to wait. 

Then, gliding through th' unopening door, 

Smooth without ftep or found, 
*' Peace to your fouls," He faid no more. 

They own Him, kneeling round. 
Eye, ear, and hand, and loving heart, 
Body and foul in every part, 
Succeflive made His witneffes that hour, 
Ceafe not in all the world to fhew His faving power. 
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Is there, on earth, a fpirit frail. 
Who fears to take their word. 
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Scarce daring, through the twilight pale, 

To think he fees the Lord ? 
With eyes too tremblingly awake 
To bear with dimnefs for His fake ? 
Read and confefs the hand divine 
That drew thy likenefs here fo true in every line. 

For all thy rankling doubts fb (ore, 

Love thou thy Saviour ftill, 
Him for thy Lord and God adore, 

And ever do His will. 
Though vexing thoughts may feem to laft. 
Let not thy foul be quite o'ercaft ; 
Soon will He (hew thee all His wounds, and fay, 
** Long have I known thy name, know thou My 
face alway." 

yohn Keble, 



XIII. 
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Chrift's Kingdom among the Gentiles." 

Pfalm Ixxii. 

ESUS fhall reign where'er the fun 
Does his fucceffive journies run : 
His kingdom ftretch from fliore to fhore. 
Till moons (hall wax and wane no more. 
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Behold ! the iflands with their kings, 
And Europe her beft tribute brings ; 
From North to South the princes meet, 
To pay their homage at His feet. 

There Perfia, glorious to behold. 
There India, fhines in eaftern gold ; 
And barb'rous nations at His word 
Submit, and bow, and own their Lord. 

For Him (hall endlefs pray'r be made. 
And princes throng to crown His head ; 
His name like fweet perfume, fhall rife 
With ev'ry morning facrifice. 

People and realms of ev'ry tongue 
Dwell on His love with fweeteft fong ; 
And infant-voices (hall proclaim 
Their early blef&ngs on His name. 

Bleflings abound where'er He reigns. 
The priPner leaps to lofe his chains j 
The weary find eternal reft. 
And all the fons of want are bleft. 

Where He difplays His healing pow'r. 
Death and the curfe are known no more ; 
In Him the tribes of Adam boaft 
More bleffings than their father loft. 
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Let ev'ry creature rife and bring 
Peculiar honours to our King : 
Angels defcend with fongs again. 
And earth repeat the loud Amen. 



Ifaac Watts. 



XIV. 

Emmaus. 




|T happened on a folemn eventide, 
Soon after He that was our furety died, 
Two bofom friends, each penfively inclined. 
The fcene of all thofe forrows left behind, 
Sought their own village, bufied as they went 
In mufings worthy of the great event : 
They fpake of Him they loved, of Him whofe life. 
Though blamelefs, had incurred perpetual ftrife, 
Whofe deeds had left, in fpite of hoftile arts, 
A deep memorial graven on their hearts. 
The recoUedion, like a vein of ore. 
The farther traced, enrich'd them ftill the more ; 
They thought Him, and they juftly thought Him, one 
Sent to do more than He appeared to have done ; 
To exalt a people, and to place them high 
Above all elfe, and wonder'd He fhould die. 




'W^t feuppec at lCmmau0. 
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Ere yet they brought their journey to an end, 
A ftranger join'd them, courteous as a friend, 
And afk'd them with a kind engaging air, 
What their affliftion was, and begg'd a (hare. 
Informed, He gathered up the broken thread, 
And, truth and wifdom gracing all He faid, 
Explain'd, illuftrated, and fearch'd fo well 
The tender theme on which they chofe to dwell. 
That reaching home, the night, they faid, is near. 
We muft not now be parted, fojourn here — 
The new acquaintance foon became a gueft. 
And made fo welcome at their fimple feaft. 
He bleff'd the bread, but vanifh'd at the word. 
And left them both exclaiming, 'Twas the Lord ! 
Did not our hearts feel all He deign'd to fay, 
Did they not burn within us by the way ? 

Now theirs was converfe fuch as it behoves 
Man to maintain, and fuch as God approves : 
Their views indeed were indiftinft and dim. 
But yet fuccefsful, being aim'd at Him. 
Chrift and His charafter their only fcope. 
Their objeft, and their fubjeft, and their hope. 
They felt what it became them much to feel. 
And, wanting Him to loofe the facred feal. 
Found Him as prompt, as their defire was true. 
To fpread the newborn glories in their view. 

William Cowper, 
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XV. 

** Jefus appears to the Difciples. 
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I HE evening of that day, which faw the Lord 
Rife from the chambers of the dead, was 
come. 

His faithful followers, afTembled, fang 
A hymn, low-breathed ; a hymn of forrow, blent 
With hope ; when, in the midft, fudden He flood. 
The awe-ftruck circle backward fhrink ; He looks 
Around with a benignant fmile of love. 
And fays, '' Peace be unto you :" faith and joy 
Spread o'er each &ce, amazed, as when the moon. 
Pavilioned in dark clouds, mildly comes forth. 
Silvering a circlet in the fleecy ranks. 

James Grahame. 
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Conclufion. 



I. 



€€ 



The Antiphona. 
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SAVE us then 
Merciful King of men ; 
Since Thou would'ft needs be thus 
A Saviour, and at fuch rate for us, 
Save us, O fave us. Lord : 
We now will own no fhorter wifh, nor 

Name a narrower word. 
Thy blood bidd's us be bold, 
Thy wounds give us faire hold. 
Thy forrows chide our (hame. 
Thy Crofle, Thy nature, and Thy name. 

Advance our claime. 
And cry with one accord. 
Save them, O fave them Lord. 

Richard Crajhaw. 
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II. 
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Litany. 
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|Y the fympathy that wept 

O'er the grave where Lazarus flept ; 

By Thy bitter tears that flow'd 
Over Salem's loft abode ; 
By the troubled figh that told 
Treafon lurk'd within Thy fold — 
Jefus ! look with pitying eye, 
Hear our folemn litany. 

By Thine hour of dark defpair ; 

By Thine agony of prayer j 

By the purple robe of fcorn ; 

By Thy wounds, Thy crown of thorn, 

Crofs and paffion, pangs and cries ; 

By Thy perfeft facrifice — 

Jefus ! look with pitying eye. 

Hear our folemn litany. 

By Thy deep expiring groan ; 
By the feal'd fepulchral ftone ; 
By Thy triumph o'er the grave ; 
By Thy power from death to lave, — 
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Mighty God ! afcended Lord, 
To Thy throne in heaven reftored 
Prince and Saviour ! hear the cry 
Of our folemn litany. 

Robert Grant. 




III. 



" The Wreath." 




[INCE I in ftorms ufd moft to be. 
And feldom yielded flowers, 
How fhall I get a wreath for Thee 
From thofe rude, barren hours ? 



The fofter dreflings of the Spring, 

Or Summer's later ftore, 
I will not for Thy temples bring, 

Which Thorns^ not Rofes^ wore. 

But a twin*d wreath of grief and praife, 
Praife foil'd with tears, and tears again 



i68 



PASSION WEEK. 



Shining with joy, like dewy days, 

This day I bring for all Thy pain j 
Thy cauflefs pain ! and fad as death. 

Which fadnefs breeds in the moft vain, 
(O not in vain !) now beg Thy breath. 

Thy quickning breath, which gladly bears 
Through faddeft clouds to that glad place. 

Where cloudlefs Quires fing without tears. 
Sing Thy juft praife and fee Thy fece. 

Henry Vaughan, 



IV. 



*' The Coronet. 



M 




[hen with the thorns with which I long, 
too long. 
With many a piercing wound, 
My Saviour's head have crown'd, 
I feek with garlands to redrefs that wrong ; 
Through every garden, every mead, 
I gather flow'rs (my fruits are only flow'rs) 
Difmantling all the fragrant towers. 
That once adorn'd my fhepherdefs's head. 
And now, when I have fumm'd up all my ftore. 
Thinking (fo I myfelf deceive) 
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So rich a Chaplet thence to weave • 
As never yet the King of Glory wore ; 
Alas ! I find the Serpent old, 
Twining in his fpeckled breaft, 
About the flow'rs difguif'd does fold, 
With wreaths of fame and intereft. 
Ah foolifh man, that woud'ft debafe with them. 
And mortal Glory, Heav'ns diadem ! 
But Thou, who only could'ft the Serpent tame. 
Either his flipp'ry knots at once untie. 
And difmtangle all his winding fnare ; 
Or fhatter too with him my curious frame ; 
And let thefe wither fo that he may die, 
Though fet with fkill, and chofen out with care. 
That they, while Thou on both their fpoils doft tr-^ad. 
May crown Thy feet that could not crown Thy head. 

Andrew MarvelL 
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